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(D Leather Charm 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk's POV 


/NON2/982// 


‘Dear diary, today | 
Nope, next try: 


‘This little booklet, or however you wanna call it, is about the beginning of my career as a rockstar. A badass 


guitar player in an upcoming revolutionary metal band. A living legend, some might say. 


So for the readers who for some reason have no idea what the hell | am talking about: This his how |, Kirk 


Hammett of EXODUS became famous. 


Its not like we had any great success yet, but we're getting there! We just finished our first real demo tape 


and I'm super proud of it honestly. It's almost like this small thing, just a simple recording of what we do on 
the daily opened the door to a whole new world to us. We get to hang around other bands, similar-minded 
people now. We're really close to a band called Metallica right now. | don't know whether they will take off in 
the future, but | wish them the best of: 


| won't even finish that paragraph. Its just pathetic how | can go from over the top arrogant to ‘It's not like 
we had any great success yet’. And all of that in the span of just a few sentences. l'm not one of those 


pretentious people who let fame get to their head. (Not that there is any of that to begin with. Duh!) 


For some reason, | came up with the idea of documenting my journey as a musician yesterday when | was 
hanging around with some of the guys from ‘Tallica. Fortunately for me, not with all of them. Don't get me 
wrong, | really like those guys. They're super cool and the sound their songs have to them is something 
absolutely groundbreaking. Like nothing I've ever heard before. It's hard and rough -like most metal- while still 
being melodic, due to the riffs and solos their guitarist delivers. 


Which brings me to the only problem | have with this group: Dave Mustaine, their guitarist. A tall guy with 
red hair, sleazy clothes and an attitude that's off-putting enough for at least two people. 


| don't know what I'm doing wrong honestly. For some reason, he just doesn't seem to like me a bit. Not like 
he's even remotely friendly and loving to anyone else. It's just that when it comes to me, he goes out of his 
way to give me an extra hard time. If | was a girl, I'd think he only picked on me all the time because he had a 


crush on me. But that sure ain't the case here. He's probably just a bully. 


One would think that two dudes, around the same age, with the same hobbies, same hopes, same dreams, and 


same profession would get along rather well, huh? 
WRONG. There's just nothing | can do. 


This ginger swine calls me a kid, even though l'm just a year younger than him. I'm older than half of his band 
for fuck's sake, but I'm a kid apparently. But, hey! We're probably just not made for each other. Or we are in 
fact made for each other and he just hates my guts for some reason. | have no idea what | might have done, 


but by the way he glares at me all the time, | probably got his sister pregnant and called his mom fat. 


Wow, quick note: Did you notice how quickly | made this about a whole other band? Yeah, me neither, but here 
we go. Maybe if Metallica hits off one day and becomes big, this could be helpful for them. And if | can help 
my friends (Cliff, James, and Lars, this is for you guys!) and also spit some truths at the same time (Fuck 
you, Davel Being nice for once won't. hurt. you.) then why not do it? 


lm not a writer (Im sure you can tell by now,), but talking about ‘Tallica kind of got me to put a few words 
down on paper. If I'm lucky, this is enough practice for me to soon start the documentation of what is up with 
my own band - without sounding like a pretentious asshole, of course. After all, there's no way of actually 
telling that we'll take off. | see bands come and go almost on the daily. This is San Fran, one of the largest 


cities in California and basically the junction for all new starting metal bands. Unless you want to play glam, of 


course. Glam is centered in Los Angeles, which is why we stay away from that place. 


Well, actually. I'm pretty sure that ‘Tallica started off there, but moved here because of their bassist Cliff. 
God, | hope | remember this correctly. No matter the reason, | remember them moving here. In the beginning, 
they were a little more glam too, but only their looks. The sound was thrashy right off the bat. No makeup, 
but the tight leather jeans, crop tops and chains kind of glam. One night when our bands got drinks together, 
James told me that his first idea for their name had been ‘Leather Charm’. Can you believe that? 


LEATHER. CHARM. 


Let that sink in and you know exactly what sort of fashion I'm talking about. Good-hearted Jamie looked a litle 
embarrassed when he told me about that, though | think all the beer that night made it easier for him to get 
over it. 'm sure everyone reading this can agree that Metallica was the better option to pick here. If not, 


please rethink your life choices, you're clearly not in the right state of mind right now. 


Good lord- | think this constant sarcasm that I'm enduring is rubbing off on me. Obviously, if you don't agree, 
then you don't. That's fine. I'm just writing down what | think, hoping that my words will have some sort of 
purpose one day. Honestly, thinking about it now- this doesn't even have to be for someone else. A lot of 


people use diaries and such as a way of coping. 

The questions I'm left with now is: Why the need for coping? 

The best way to answer this is probably to give it some time. I'll try to check in every few days and write a 
bit. Hopefully, | can keep it up and work out a schedule. This might be about my thoughts and experiences. | 


could also just throw this letter out and start all over again. Leave it be entirely even 


Who knows? Surely not me, because | have no plan where l'm going with this yet. 


(2) By the skin omy teeth 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk's POV 


//10/11/'82// 


Remember how | planned on writing this journal on the daily and get into a consistent writing routine? Yeah, 
that didn't quite work out, did it? But it wasn't like | didn't mean to do it! | actually have quite the good reason 
as to why | didn't pick up a pen for 5 days. Or that matter. 


Let me tell you what happened the day after | wrote my first (for a lack of a better word: ) ‘diary entry: | 
was hanging out with the Metallica guys again. Apparently, James wants to up his guitar skills, which is really 
cool in my opinion. He learns quickly and having two functioning guitarists will allow them to do take their music 
to a whole new level. Songs can become more complex, more spectacular. What | like most about this though, is 
the fact that | now have someone from another band to jam with. We can both inspire one another, get 


influences from outside our bands. This way, playing wouldn't get dull and monotone after some time. 


Oh, yeah. Maybe | should've started this off with ‘| give James Hetfield guitar lessons now’. Why, you ask? 
Easy. Because their guitarist has the least amount of patience that | have ever seen in a person. Obviously, 
someone who just started can't play what he can, but whenever James took too long to understand something, 
Dave got frustrated. It wasn't like James wasn't trying, but the constant pressure he was under caused some 


slip-ups once in a while. 


So, yeah. Frustration And I'm not talking about Dave becoming passive-aggressive, sighing heavily or 
complaining. No, I'm talking about Dave throwing his guitar to the ground in anger and then storming off, 


cursing everyone and their mothers on his way out. 


Poor Jamie came to me then and asked for lessons. Honestly, | think he's quite talented He has those long and 
fast-moving fingers and although they still move quite uncoordinated, | feel like he was predestined to be a 
guitar player. Dave will definitely disagree with me when it comes to long fingers being a blessing for aspiring 
guitarists. He says that you just don't need them to do your magic on the fretboard. In his opinion, playing is a 
skill and has nothing to do with the traits you're presented with. 


First of all: How would he know that? That dude has fingers long enough to spread over the whole fucking 
fretboard- | hate it. 

And second: | don't even think he believes those words himself. To me, it seems more like he just wants to 
take an opposing standpoint. He just has to disagree with everything | say to make me look like an idiot and to 
rile me up. | don't know what weird kind of obsession he feeds with disagreeing with me, but | will not give him 


the satisfaction of knowing that he can tease me this easily. No, l'm just ignoring it at this point. Or at least 


that's what | want him to believe. In reality, some of the things he says or does really get to me. More often 
than not, | want to introduce my fist to his face and wipe that smug grin from it. 


Alright, enough rambling for today. Off to the story | want to share. So that one night, after | showed James 
some apprentice-level riffs for him to practice, | hung around with him and the band. It was almost like a little 
party, with some girls, booze and - of course- Cliffs famous, crappy homegrown pot. Slowly but surely 
everyone left and | was left with - you guessed it - my most favorite member of the group. He seemed to be 


wrapping up to leave soon too though, gathering the few things in the place that belonged to him. 


Now, I've been raised to believe that as a guest, it was your duty to clean up after yourself. This, however, 
wasn't as easy as | had imagined it to be. Throughout the night, I've had my fair share of alcohol (not to 
mention that I'm already quite clumsy when sober.) Long story short: | tried to move some empty glasses to 
the kitchen, dropped one and - being the intelligent boy that | am - attempted to pick up the shards of broken 
glass with my bare hands. Go figure how that went. 


With the type of balance that can only be found at the bottom of a whiskey bottle, | tumbled forward, pushing 
the palm of my hand directly into the broken glass. Not my proudest moment, | have to admit. | don't 
remember if | screamed, but judging by the fact that | got Dave's attention so quickly, | probably did. 


"What the fuck did you." he uttered and trailed off as | shoved my freshly injured hand into his face. "Alright, 
just don't-" 


God, | was at the brink of crying then. Don't judge me. My hand was hurting so badly and | thought I'd have to 
die. And Dave didn't even do a thing to console me. Of course, he didn't. In fact, he got super upset with me 
when | plugged a big piece of glass out of my palm, causing the blood to start rushing out of the wound even 
more. Looking back at it, his ‘Alright, just don't-' was surely an attempt to stop me from doing exactly what | 
did then. 


"Why the hell did you do that?" 


How was | supposed to know that you're not supposed to do that? It hurt and | panicking so much already that 
| didn't think of the consequences before | removed it. But there | was, holding my bloody hand up to the face 
of an overly annoyed redhead. | was sure that this would be the end of me. We wouldn't make it to the ER in 
time. I'd be drained of all blood before we even got there. Or worse: Dave wouldn't even bother taking me 
there. He'd leave me to die there on the spot. (| have to admit that this last scenario might have been a bit 
exaggerated) 


"Dave, l'm dying!" | said those words over and over, like a record that had a locked groove. | was frightened to 
death, but Dave didn't seem to see the need to hurry because of me. He walked into the kitchen as casual as 
he would if he was just going to get himself another beer. | was already feeling sick and dizzy, probably not 
from my bloodloss, but from the not-so-mild panic attack that | was suffering from. | wasn't able to tell the 
difference though. | don't remember thinking of anything besides: ‘God, don't let me die now: 


Dave eventually returned with a dishcloth, which he told me to press hard into my palm to stop the bleeding. 
He also advised me to keep the arm angled up. Something about gravity and my heart having a harder time 
pumping blood into my hand? It makes sense now, but then | didn't understand and just kept telling him that | 
was going to die. Over and over and over, until he was screaming at me to (quote: ) ‘shut my stupid fucking 
mouth already: | didn't fight him on that. | already had a big enough problem on my hand (literally) and didn't 


need To add an even-more-angry-than-usual Dave Mustaine to the mix. 


| remember how he dragged me outside and to his Mazda before forcefully pushing me into the vehicle. Dave 
was in no state to drive, but | wasn't going to stop him. | don't even think that | noticed how intoxicated he 
actually was. | was just relieved that he was rushing me to the hospital. The fact that he was swaying and 
racing through traffic like a madman didn't matter to me, | really just wanted to reach the ER before | 


reached my end. 


Oh, | just noticed that | haven't even told you the best about my ‘knight in shining amour’. When being 
approached with an important question or issue, he tends to give an answer that is technically the truth. But 
actually, it's just pure, counterproductive sarcasm. It's a talent of his that | think nobody can appreciate. 


Especially not in a situation like this. Thinking that | might need a blood donor, | asked for his blood type. This 


was shortly before we arrived at our destination 
And he deadass looked at me for a second and then said: "The red type, duh." 
How | did not jump at him, causing a car crash in which we both would've died in, | honestly have no idea. 


Anyways. The rest of the night went down rather smoothly. A friendly nurse calmed me, stitched me up, gave 
me some pain meds and sent me back home. Dave dropped me off at my place, of course, not bothering to 
make sure | get in safely. He just kicked me out of his car when we arrived and as soon as | closed the door, 
he raced off. | went straight to bed that night, still in my clothes, too exhausted to change or even take my 
shoes off before falling asleep. 


With the cut in my hand, | wasn't able to pick up a pen until today. It will probably hurt like a bitch as soon as 
the pain meds wear off, but | felt the need to write everything down before | forgot anything important. The 
incident is already a big blur and | can't imagine how bad my memory will be in a couple of days. When it is 
mostly healed, I'll probably write again. Or when something as dramatic as this happens again. Although | hope 
with all my heart and soul that this won't be the case. After all of this, I've had enough action for at least a 


month. 


(3) Locked and Loaded 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk's POV 


/NO/21/'82// 


Three days since the last update in this diary. l'm making progress with my writing consistency, yay! I'd really 
do this on the daily, but it's not like my life is an interesting enough thing to write about every single day. The 
only stories worth telling are about the ‘Tallica guys, which is kind of sad if l'm being honest. 


| mean, I'm in my own band. | love being in Exodus. | love this band, my bandmates. It's just that ‘Tallica is 
more.. cool in a sense. | don't know what it is about them, but this group is just awfully magnetic. In the 
beginning, when | first met them, | had no hope for them as a band. Not because of their musical talent, but 
because they're all so different. Since I'll surely be talking more about them and I've only talked about 
Mustaine in detail so far, I'll give y'all a quick rundown of the guys. 


Lars Ulrich is the founder of their band Named it, auditioned the other members, everything. He'd surely call 
himself the frontman too, but that is just laughable. This tiny danish guy is usually hidden behind his drums, 
but that's not even the reason why he can't be the frontman To be the frontman of a metal band you need 
one thing: strong charisma. Lars doesn't have anything about him that's strong. Actually, it seems more like 
he's drowning in the pool of testosterone that is Mustaine and Hetfield. 


Cliff Burton is the most likable of the four. If patience was a person, it would be him. And that's not just 
because of his own shitty homegrown pot. If you hang out with Cliff, you're bound to grow tired of The 
Misfits and Lynyrd Skynyrd after a while. It seems like that's the only thing he listens to, but he's a good guy, 
so it's really hard to stay mad at him. He recently moved in with Mustaine and hasn't killed either of them 


yet. | mean, if that doesn't prove his patience.. 


Next and last member that needs an introduction: James Hetfield. I've already talked a bit about him. Nice dude, 
good singer, aspiring guitar player. He's a bit stagefright it seems. He sings their lyrics without a problem, but 
in between the songs, he never knows what to say. | think he'll grow into this role, but until then Mustaine 
helps him out. A selfless act for his friend, of course. (Sarcasm: On) 


James and Dave are basically brothers. By the way they insult each other, fight and then immediately make up 
again, they can't be anything else, really. 


To put this into perspective: Last night, | went to hang out with them at Lars’ place. He's one of those new 
rich kids, with his dad being a famous tennis player. So his place is a little nicer and bigger than everyone 


else's. Anyways, so | got inside and mind you, this was the first time I've seen Dave after the whole incident 


with my hand. He was sitting on Lars' bed all wrapped up with a girl, but it wasn't like | ran into them doing 
something since the party was in Lars' bedroom and they weren't even alone when | got in. So | approached the 


two to say hello and thank him for driving me to the ER the other night. 
"Hey, Davey. Thanks for the ride the other day!" 


That's what | said and guess what? Apparently, we're not close enough for me to address him with a nickname. 
And Dave made an effort to make that very clear. And to add a dash of good old hypocrisy, he finished his 
short tirade by calling me 'kid'. Not that | expected any more of him. 


Then James came in and greeted him with: "What's up, you ugly redneck motherfucker? Hey, who's the chick? 
Thought you only banged your sisters" 


And Dave just laughed this off and asked James if he shouldn't be hanging out with the rest of the Arian 
race, poking the obligatory fun at his best friend's blonde hair and blue eyes. And after that, they just got 
drunk together, as if they didn't just insult each other to the max. The girl was quickly excluded from their 


conversation and soon left them to themselves. 


That night, | was lucky. It wasn't just me and ‘Tallica but also some mutual friends of ours. Again, Lars’ place is 
big. And even though, he's the epitome of a spoiled brat, that doesn't mean that | don't like him. He's just a lot 
to handle. However, his place being so big was a definite pro that night, since it meant that | could avoid Dave 
without making it look like | did. l'm usually not one to run from trouble, but I'm also not suicidal, so | tried to 
stay as far away from him as possible. Obviously, he didn't want my gratitude and, as | later found out, he 
hadn't even told anyone about the time he drove me to the ER. He then pretended to have forgotten, but | 
don't think that's the case at all. | don't trust this fucker one bit. Honestly, | feel like he just doesn't want the 
people around him to know that he can be somewhat of a decent person once in a while. Dude acts admitting to 


help me will make him lose his so well earned reputation 


The evening progressed and after a while, Lars came up with the idea to play a children's game, which is kind 
of ironic, because Lars looks like a damn child. It's not just the fact that he's so incredibly small, but he's also 
the youngest in the band. IT, soon to be I8. Not even legal yet, but already throwing parties at his place. His 
parents are really chill about things, even buy him bongs and porn magazines. It's crazy actually. Especially 
when he has ideas like this one when he lets us play a kids game, but a more adult version of it. Really puts 
into perspective how he's just a boy, pretending to be a full-grown man to fit in with the rest of his band. 


What game, you ask? Truth or dare but with alcohol. We all got a cup of hard liquor and if we didn't want to 
do a dare or tell a truth, we'd have to drink. | didn't do a lot of passes, only when | was dared to kiss any of 
the guys. I'm usually not one to chicken out that easily, but | really, really didn't want to give Mustaine a whole 
new reason to tease the hell out of me. | already don't like my nickname "kid" and | really don't wanna upgrade 


that to "fag". 


Dave, James, and Cliff made an effort to stay out of this little game of ours and honestly, | was relieved as 


can be because of that. It allowed me to actually enjoy it. It was mostly girls and then also some mutual 


friends of mine and Lars, but definitely more girls than guys. This is how you know that a party doesn't suck. 
If it's not a sausage party and you have more girls then guys, some good alcohol and music, then you're good 
to go. 


One of the girls quickly got my attention. After what happened later that night, | don't even remember her 
name. | only remember how | looked at her and thought she was way out of my league. Don't get me wrong, | 
might not be the ugliest dude around the block, but when girls hear ‘lead guitarist’ they usually expect 
something else. I'm a bit geekier than most guys who play as lead, not as over the top manly as them. l'm not 
namedropping anyone here, but by now you know who l'm talking about. (Dave) 


But back to the girl: After a few rounds, Lars noticed how | went beet red every time she looked at me. He 
gave me a smile that was so mischievous that, looking back at it, | should've noticed that he's up to no good. 
He ended up daring me to get into a closet and wait for a girl to get active with, making a gesture to the one | 


was so interested in. Sounds too good to be true, right? 


First of all, only a teen like Lars would come up with the idea to make out with someone hidden in a piece of 
damn furniture. This isn't middle school after all. Most guys were are already of age, or at least not this 


much of a kid anymore. 
Second, yeah. It was way too good to be true. But | was gullible enough to trust my ‘friend’. 


Gullible and more importantly, head over heels with this girl, | waited in that empty closet that was in the next 
room. It seemed like a lot of time passed before | heard footsteps approaching and people mumbling outside. In 
reality, it couldn't have been more than just a couple of minutes. 


It was dark as shit in that closet and my eyes had already gotten used to that, so when the door opened and 
someone was pushed inside, | felt like | was gonna be permanently blinded. 


| didn't see what was going on, all | heard was Dave's voice, muttering "What the actual fuck?" before the door 
was closed, locked and something heavy was pushed against it. How | know that the thing was heavy? Well, | 
know, because as soon as Dave realized what just happened and that he was now trapped with me and not 
some ‘hot chick’ his buddies set him up with, he started thrashing around. He was screaming and cursing 
everyone and their families while trying to kick the door in. 


I've never met anyone with this much energy and dedication. Dave probably spent half an hour, trying to get 
out, but the door remained locked. I'm not gonna lie, | wasn't happy to be there with him either. We already 
didn't like each other and there he was, being in the most aggressive state I've ever seen him in. If | told you 


that | wasn't intimidated by that, I'd have to do a little more than to just twist the truth a bit. 


It took him a rather long time to finally calm down a bit, but then James walked past the closet, drummed his 
knuckled against the door and asked if we were having fun in there. Good to know that this whole interaction 


amused our friends at least. 


Dave's last resort seemed to be threatening James and anyone else that might have been out there. Yeah, 
what a great idea. Death threats were just the thing, our ‘ticket out of there: As if anyone at this party was 


dumb enough to unleash an even-more-wild-than-usual Dave Mustaine. 


It took him a while, but he eventually gave up and sat down in front of me. I've been crouched up there since 
James had pushed him inside. If it had been anyone but me and him, | would've tried to be a little more 
confident in my actions, but that didn't seem necessary. Dave already has a shit opinion of me, so there was 
nothing to ruin, nothing to prove. 


"So how'd they get you in here?" he finally asked, his face lighting up for a moment when he lit himself a 
cigarette. | coughed a little at the smoke that he just blew so boldly into my face and explained the story with 
the girl and how Lars had tricked me into thinking | had a chance with her. 


"How about you?" 


"Jay told me that there was a cute lil brunette waiting for some action in 'ere" he recalled, sounding 


thoughtful for a moment. Then he started laughing. "Ironic, the description fits ya" 


"How ironic" | managed to chuckle in response. As you might guess, | didn't like how he (and also James) 
classified me as a ‘cute lil brunette’. | didn't choose to not be in their 6-foot club! | didn't choose to stop 
growing at some point! And calling me cute because of that is just.. straight-up discrimination. ‘If your height 
starts with 5, you're not a real guy: - Yeah? Go fuck yourself, you lanky ass ginger. 


Alright, | feel like I'm trailing off. This isn't supposed to be a tirade about my height. I'm 5"B and am fine with 
that. 


So, continuing: The one thing that actually made this evening worse than it already was, was the fact that 
everyone got so drunk and had so much fun while we were away, that they totally forgot about us. 
Depressing, | know. Dave had a package of cigs and a small flask that was filled to the brim with vodka, so we 
didn't have that bad of a time. (Obviously, it wasn't this filled by the end of the night) | was super shocked 
when he offered to share. I've never seen him do that with anyone besides Cliff and James (the infamous b- 


foot club). 


So, yeah. Maybe we just got off on the wrong foot and still have a chance of actually becoming something like 
friends. Although | hope he won't call me names to show his affection, like him and James do it. | don't need to 
find out about all the things about me that he can poke fun at. Because, honestly, | think someone who has a 
mindset as negative as Dave's would find quite a lot. 


We spent a few more hours drinking and chatting a bit. | talked about movies, comics, and the usual geeky 
things while he smoked and listened. Turns out we both really like comic books. l'm more of a DC fan, while 
Dave seems to be more into Marvel, but we still like the same type of superhero. My fave is Batman because 
he doesn't need superpowers to kick ass. Dave's fave is The Punisher, who kind of has a superpower because 
he's immune to psychic powers, but it still fits into the same category. At least that's what we established 


together. 


It was only after we finished talking about our fave superheroes that we both lost hope to be freed any time 
soon. It wasn't comfortable in the closet, neither warm, but both of us had had enough alcohol for that to not 


be too big of a deal. 


When | woke up this morning, | had Dave's dirty sneakers shoved into my face. But that wasn't the worst. 
Because he topped off kicking me in the face by snoring like a damn sawmill. | have no idea how | slept through 
that, how | didn't lay awake all night in that closet, terrorized by those noises. 


One thing | learned that night is that this particular lanky redhead can fit into any space and just fall asleep 
then and there. | don't know if it was the alcohol that granted him this power, but when | woke up and saw 
him, | was surprised that he was even flexible to be in a position like this. Disproportionately long limbs were all 


over the place, while that skinny body was just curled up into a weird sitting position 


All the friendliness Dave had shown me while we were locked up together vanished within a second when the 
door opened. He fell backward out of the closet and hit the ground with a loud thud. That was just the kind of 
awakening he needed after a night of drinking. The perfect way to start a day with a good old hangover. 


He didn't even say anything, just flipped everyone around him off and left. The person who had opened the 
closet happened to be Lars' dad, who was more than surprised to find two boys in there. From the face he 


gave me, | knew just what everyone else's reaction to this whole thing would be. 

They'd make this (almost) bonding moment between me and Dave into some fucked up rumor that they could 
spread. Yeah, that's really the best way to get someone to be your friend. You just need to be the reason why 
everyone thinks that he's gay. Absolutely perfect. The best way to start a friendship. Or to get beaten up. 


~ hopefully the first. 


(4) Horseshoe 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk's POV 


/NO/30/'82// 


Yeah, so basically: this is a Metallica story now. As sad as it sounds, I've spent more time with them than with 
my own band in the past month. After recording that demo tape, me and the rest of Exodus had gone to some 
local studios and labels, but we had no success yet. Everyone seems so bumped out about this, which | can 

understand, but it's like they're not even trying to put themselves out there anymore. Even though I'm usually 


the optimistic one, | feel like there's almost no chance for us as a group at this point. 


l'm trying to keep everything running though, promote us at all the parties | go to and practice with James 
since band rehearsals have all been canceled recently. We do play together before shows, but right now, that's 
a super rare thing too. | just don't get them anymore. When we hang out, they have no motivation to do 
anything, even our parties are lame and nobody seems to want me there. But once l'm out with the ‘Tallica 
guys, they act like I'm being selfish and not loyal. Loyal to what? Exodus, an unknown band that plays a gig once 


a month as an opener of yet another unknown band? 


| don't know what they're on about anyway. It's not like I'd one day quit, to join Metallica, a band that already 

has a lead guitarist. | can't even think of a band with more than two guitarists. Maybe James just focused on 
singing and handed the rhythm guitar part to me. Or if Dave drank himself to death one day or did something 
to get himself kicked out. | could replace him then, but | doubt that will ever happen. 


"Dude was born with a horseshoe up his ass" 
| remember how James said that about him one day and though it's a weird way of putting it, it does add up. 
Dave never runs out of luck, it seems. Always gets away with the worst kind of behavior without facing any 


consequences. 


| hope for his sake that he never shits that horseshoe out. 


There's a thing that | wrote in my last entry that I'd like to correct. | think | said something along the lines of 
not knowing how they work as a group because of how different they are. Well, | figured it out. | now know 


why they work together so well. 


They're all chaotic as hell. They all have a different style of chaos, but they're all chaotic. 


Its the day before Halloween now and I've spent the whole, entire day with them. (All of them at once that is) 
So this morning Lars called me, basically rattling me out of bed to ask if | already had a costume for the 
night. | don't think he wanted me to tag along with them on their shopping trip initially, only wanted to know 
what | was wearing, so he wouldn't show up wearing the same outfit as me. Oh, just for clarification: We are 


men and not highschool girls, who start fights over who gets to wear what outfit: 


Anyway, one thing you have to know about me is that | absolutely love Halloween. Besides comics, l'm into 
everything macabre and creepy, so this holiday is basically my time to shine. | know, | don't look like it. But 
deep down your lil Kirk is a horror junkie. I've been working on this costume since what feels like forever, but | 
just wanted it to be perfect. (And unique obviously.) | wanted it to be something that couldn't be storebought 
or easily put together, so I'd be the only one with it. So besides the fact that Lars couldn't buy this costume, | 
also highly doubted that he even knew what Mothman was. | was not wrong about that. When | showed them 
my costume later, Dave called me "a dollar store Mothman" and -although that kinda hurt- | was quite happy 


that someone at least recognized it. 


| put together an outfit that's black from head to toe. To go with that, | have a coat, on which | drew some 
moth wings. l'm not an artist, but it looks acceptable. Since | can't really get glowing red eyes in any natural 
way, | got myself a pair of round red sunglasses to sort of mimic that look. Its not much, but l'm proud of 
my little creation The drawing part took so damn long that at one point, | thought about giving up and throwing 
the whole thing into the trash. Now that is done though, I'm glad that | didn't do that. 


Back to the story: Lars (or ‘Rockefeller’ as James mockingly calls him) had decided to spend some of his 
allowance money on his bandmates and get them all matching costumes. | didn't really need anything from the 


store they went to but | really like this place during Halloween season, so | tagged along. 


Soon, | was cramped up in the backseat of Dave's Mazda RX 7 with James to my left and Cliff to my right. It 
was a tight fit, to say the least, but Lars just really, really had to sit in the front seat. He acted like he was 
doing some great charity work when in reality, he was just buying costumes for his dirt-poor friends. And all 


of them were just so thankful for their buddy Lars being there to help them out. Sarcasm: ON) 


So, basically, because Lars was being so charitable today, Dave let him sit in the front seat for once. During 
our ride, Cliff and Dave were making sure that the air was completely replaced with tobacco smoke by the 
time we arrived. The Sex Pistols were blasting loudly through the speakers and the car was shaking so hard 
that | thought the windows might crack. Dave- who | believe worked as a car mechanic at one point - later 
said that this was all due to his old and rusty muffler. That explanation makes sense right? Well, if you were 
to ask Lars about it.. 


"You see that? That's the fucking energy of the music, man. It wants to break free, man!" - Lars Ulrich, 1982 


That quote Lars surely regrets now. Because instead of telling him that he was wrong and just being an idiot, 
his bandmates just slapped the back of his head first chance they got. l'm not saying that his pretentious ass 
deserved that. (But, yeah.. Basically, he did) 


Once we arrived at the store, it was almost like the purpose of our visit has been completely forgotten 


Almost like the other guy's brains were reset once they stepped in. 


So it seemed like Lars and | were the only two genuinely interested in any of this. While we were rummaging 
around for some costumes, he told me about what happened last year and why he would never, ever DIY a 
costume again. Apparently, he had dressed up as a ghost, but that wasn't "creepy enough" for him. For some 
reason he had planned to scare the hell out of his party quests, so he poured some fake blood all over himself. 
Which is.. not how ghosts work. 


"Lars opened the door, looking like that and Dave called him a tampon" 


Lars usually takes hours to tell even a short story, so | was a bit relieved when Cliff cut in to deliver that 


one line. He cleared everything up in one sentence and then just fell mute again. Good old Cliff. 


| have no idea when, but eventually, Cliff picked out an outfit. From what | recall, he just did nothing the whole 
time, while Dave and James chased each other through the store, threatening one another with those fake, 


plastic weapons. 


Yeah, Cliff is always a lot more laid back than the rest of us. One could call him passive even And at that 
very moment, that was even more obvious than usual. He was sitting on the floor with his back against one of 
the shelves, watching his two friends. But thats not what that looked like. It did look more like Cliff was their 
disappointed father, who had long ago given up on scolding his them and now just pretended like they weren't 
his kids. And honestly, | would too. 


It took Dave and James a while, but they eventually ended up in the same isle as us, eagerly looking for 
something they could wear together. The idea about matching costumes for the whole group had been dropped 
at one point, but for some reason, those two still wanted to match. As if it wasn't obvious enough that they 
were best buddies. 


In all honesty though, it was refreshing to see them not fight and insult each other for once, but - oh boy - 
that peaceful state wasn't long-lived. It lasted only until Dave picked out a dress and joked that James and him 


could go as Frankenstein's monster and bride. Things then escalated quickly: 


"No way,” 


"Ey, come on, Het. I'll even dress up as the bride. You know, so you can be your natural brain-dead self" 
"Dave, what the hell? You calling me an idiot?" 
"Sure do." 


"Well-" James obviously struggled to find a good comeback there already. He never found one, but what he did 
say still riled Dave up. "A faggot like you can't talk to me like that!" 


There was a moment of silence and | actually caught myself staring at both of them, in desperate need to see 
what was to come next. After the whole story with me and Dave being locked up in that closet together, 
rumors have spread (just like | thought). He was (at least) not amused by the fact that everyone was now 
assuming he liked guys. So James calling him a ‘faggot.. that was the definitely last little push he needed. 


"A faggot, James?" 
"Yeah. A damn fucking faggot, Dave." 


“Alright, listen up you little shit" Dave bit back at him. "I could be a fucking cumdumster and still get to talk 
To you like that. If your mom can do it, then |--" 


Dave's insult to his James' poor mom was abruptly cut off by a (might | say, well-deserved) punch to the jaw. 
Let me get this straight, | don't hate this guy. But seeing him get punched in the face- damn, that shit was 
satisfying. It felt like | was in one of those high school movies, where they get revenge on the bully in the end. 


Just that in this scenario, Dave wasn't a bully, just someone who took a joke too far. 


James then yelled the obligatory "Fuck you!" at Dave (something that is just part of every good fight between 
best buddies). He got a "Wow, you suck your dad's cock with that mouth?" in response and their little 


argument was over. 


Dave and James always talk to each other like that, it was just that today, both of them overstepped a 
boundary. I'm not saying that this is a healthy dynamic for a friendship, but it seems to work for them, so 


who am | to judge? 


Fortunately for the rest of us, their fight didn't get physical after that one punch, so there was no need to 
break them up. Not saying that Lars nor me could've done much to begin with. | hate to admit it, but we 
probably couldn't even stand a chance against one of them if we teamed up. And if we tried to break up a 
fight between them.. | can only imagine what that'd look like. We'd probably try to jump on their backs and then 
they'd just continue to fight, completely unbothered by us. The thought alone makes me feel kind of weak. 


It took a couple of hours, but eventually, they all found something they were satisfied with. This Halloween, 
Metallica will show up in full costume and l'm happy to introduce Cliff Burton as Jason Voorhees from ‘Friday 
the [3th', Lars Ulrich as a random ass clown and Dave Mustaine, as well as James Hetfield, as Clint Eastwood in 


‘The Good, The Bad and The Ugly’. 
| have only a few things to say about this. 


Lars, for some reason, didn't want to dress up as Graf Orlok from Nosferatu. Which totally bothers me, 
because he has the perfect small and ratlike kind of body for this. He would've only needed a wig cap and some 
fangs, really. But he just didn't want to listen. Said that having the front teeth as fangs looked "dumb as fuck" 
and that he couldn't make out with all those "flaming hot chicks" with fake teeth in. So Lars wasn't looking for 
a costume, he was looking to get laid (preferably the easy way). Which- in all honesty, | should've seen coming. 
When | had asked him what costumes he liked the most earlier yesterday, he answered with "Sexy Nurse". 


So yeah, basically, my friend doesn't care about my favorite holiday, only for the half-naked, drunk girls. | 
really wanted to get mad at him for that and tell him that most girls didn’t like little teenagers anyways. But 
as it turned out, | didn't have to do that. As if sensing my anger and wanting me to have a better time- or 


simply because they could- Dave and James poked some harmless fun at their drummer. 


While still in costume, James snickered and put a hand to his own chest. "The Good" 


Then he slapped Dave's chest with that same hand, who then continued. "The Bad" 


That was all that was said. And it was more than enough. They shot each other a look before turning their 
attention to Lars, who took way too long to get what they were implying. It wasn't said, but none of them had 
to say it out loud for everyone to understand. ‘And The Ugly: 


I'm usually not the one for some malicious joy, but.. | cant say that | didn't have to suppress a laugh when | 
was presented with Lars’ dumb face of realization. 


To sum it all up, I've been overall rather passive today. It seems like I've spent more time watching than doing. 
But apparently, | did something right. Because instead of Dave giving me a dirty look or a mean comment, he 
smiled at me when they dropped me off at my place. Even said, "Goodbye, Kirk" 


| think this is the first time he's ever called me by my real name and not ‘kid' or ‘kiddo’ or ‘fucker’ or 
whatever other degrading nickname came to his mind. It leaves me wondering what | did right today. Or rather, 
what | did differently. It's not like l'm the kind of person to put on an act for anyone, so | don't know what the 
hell was different today. 


Ugh, he was probably just in a good mood for once. 


(5) Living with your self-proclaimed parents 


Author's Notes: 
Dave's POV 


//1/14/'82// 


Took me a while, but here it is. A diary entry. And to answer your first question: No, I'm not a teenage girl, 
who's using this as a way to cope with her crushes. You won't find a page in this thing where | wrote my first 
name with some dude's last name, pretending like we're getting married or some shit like this. This ain't a book 


about unicorns or love and it ain't pink either. 


So, starting off: An introduction I'm Dave, 21 and never fucking learned how to write, so welcome to this 
shitshow. l'm sure by now you noticed that l'm not a writer, at least not a good one. But you know, what can 
you do? | write lyrics, not books. Well, actually, isn't that the same thing? With like metaphors and whatnot. A 


book is just longer- 


Anyways, l'm digressing already. Great start. This will take me fucking years to finish if | don't get to the point 
any time soon. | don't even know where l'm going with this yet, or if I'm just writing stuff down because | feel 


like | cannot talk to anyone. (Wow, a moment of self-awareness - good job) 


Alright, things | should've probably started with: I'm playing lead guitar in a band called Metallica. We've been 
playing together since we started (duh.) which was what | believe.. October last year. So far we've had one 
lineup change, but | think we're all settled now, with my best friend James on rhythm guitar and vocals, my 


good bud Cliff on bass and my appendix Lars on drums. 


Why appendix? Because he has absolutely no purpose whatsoever and might as well be cut out once he gets 
painfully annoying. The only reason why he's still in his band is, well- it's his band. He gathered up all our lonely 
musicians’ asses and put us together in a band. Which is great. Man, | can appreciate it and I'll give credit 
where credit is due. But Lars, who is the only non-starving musician in this group, because he has rich ass 


parents, should really stop investing in weird danish porn and bongs and should get himself some drum lessons. 


Look, not everyone is born to play music and that's alright. You need either talent or industriousness and in 
addition to that, a dream. Lars has one of those things. A dream. But that's about it. On top of that, he's an 
annoying little shit and he'll do everything in his power to not have you forget that. 


For example: Recently, he's been dragging that kid around with him. Kirk is his name, | think. | don't know how 
they get along at all since the only thing they have in common is their height. (Or lack of height rather.) The 
kid is kind of cute, | guess. If you're into 20-year-olds with corkscrew hair and dumb doe eyes that look like 
they're not a day older than 12. Also looks kind of Filipino? | don't know, didn't ask him, never really talk to him 


anyway. Although he tries- 
Hard. 


- real hard to be my friend, which pisses me off even more than Lars! drumming skills. (What skills?) | wish | 
knew why, but for some reason, they want us to get along. ‘They’ being Lars and that kid. Of all people here in 
San Fran, why me? Why is he making it so hard for himself? He could've picked James, who is basically me, 
just more friendly. Everyone knows that. 


Cliff always says we're like twins and that l'm the evil one. | usually just pretend like it's a compliment and not 


a swing at me being ginger and move on. Cliff never means harm anyways. 


Shit, this has turned into a rant real quick, didn't it? And it's all over the place. Good job, Davey-boy. Oh, not to 
forget that | called Kirk ‘cute. That might have been a little gay, | have to admit. But I'm not into guys. Maybe 
a bit into James, but who isn't at least a bit gay for their best friend? 


(James, if you ever read this: Nice ass, you cocksucker! And also mind your own fucking business. This is a 


diary, not Reader's Digest, so get out!) 


Anyways, back to the kid. So for some reason, Lars has made it his prime purpose in life to get me and him to 
get along. | don't get why though. Kirk's always invited to jam sessions and now he also gives Jamie guitar 
lessons.. | don't know, man. If Lars wants me to teach him my parts so that he can replace me in the band one 
day, he can suck it. My cock that is. Actually, both of them can suck it. Because I'm not teaching this kid shit. 
If he wants to fill my place, I'll fucking let him. All | can say is that he's got some big ass shoes to fill and he 
has some tiny ass feet. 


If the plan isn't him joining Metallica, then | have absolutely no idea what Lars is on about. A few weeks ago, he 
fucked the both of us over by telling each of us (separately, of course) that some girl was waiting to get a 
little action in a closet. 


Usually, | would've been like "Closet? What kinda middle-school bullshit is this?" And | have to say that | was 
hesitant at first. But also drunk and horny enough to have that "Oh, fuck it" attitude. So | walk up to the closet 


and James just shoves me in and locks the door behind me, trapping me in there with - guess who. 
Lil Kirk. 


If it had been James' idea, | would've assumed he was getting back at me for something I've already forgotten 
about, but James was merely a pawn in Lars’ little game. Maybe | had done something to deserve that. 
(Correction: definitely did) | had been dumb enough for them to be able to fuck me over like that and that's 
Totally on me. Ironically, | did get just what | had been promised. It was more of a twist of the truth than a 


full-on lie. Because Kirk is, in a way, the ‘cute and lil brunette’ James had promised me. Just not what | 


expected, you know? 


Nobody ever said girl, but | thought that was implied. Still can't believe | ran into this one so willingly. I'm 


usually never this gullible. Never even gullible at all 


So even though nothing happened in that closet, except for some casual chatting and drinking, everyone now 
assumes we're a couple. That we're out there, just being good old fags together. | mean, | can't really blame 
them. If this happened to anyone but me, I'd probably shit talk them for fun too. But it just sucks ass when 
its about you. Something about this being a personal thing makes it way less funny. 


But all of this does come with a certain benefit. (And | say ‘benefit for a lack of a better word here) 


First off: l'm comfortable with my sexuality. I'm straight and | know that. But little Kirk seems to struggle 
immensely now that everyone thinks he has a boyfriend. And since that ‘boyfriend is me, I'd like to help my 


shy sweetheart out a bit from time to time. (Can you guess where l'm going with this?) 


The best way to get idiots to stop talking shit is if you give them exactly what they're teasing you about. Let 


me elaborate. Trust me, it does make sense. 


In this particular case, everyone in our friend group likes to poke fun and me and Kirk for being fags. And this 
is only okay because we're not gay and they know it. If we pretend like we're actually a thing, however, they all 
shut up instantly. Because if there's one thing that makes straight guys uncomfortable, its gays in their 
friend group. They don't want to see that, but they also don't want to be homophobic assholes, so they just 
shut up about it and ignore the whole thing entirely. 


So this is what I've been doing recently. And | haven't even gotten to the best part yet, which is little Kirk's 
reaction. | hope he's not actually into me, but judging by the way he reacts to what | do to tease him.. | mean, 
| don't care if I'm this kid's first guy-crush or if he's just embarrassed as hell. Because both is just super 
entertaining to me and that's what I'm in for. Entertainment. 


Teasing that kid has been my fave pass time activity recently. Its honestly a bit sad, but when you're as dirt 
poor as | am, you don't have a lot of options, so you might as well stick to the things that are free. So 
whenever we hang out as a band and Kirk happens to be there, I'll make an effort to get him to be super 


uncomfortable. If I'm lucky, it scares him away. And | really wonder why it hasn't yet. 


Last night, for example, we were all hanging out at the place | share with Cliff and his girlfriend Corinne. | had 
been living on my own in the beginning, but when Cliff joined Metallica and said he didn't want to play in LA, we 
all moved there. | didn't find any place to live that was affordable and both Cliff and Corinne liked my skinny 
ass enough to invite me into their home since they had a spare bedroom. That was super kind of them and 
since | moved in, Cliff and | are a lot closer. Well, actually, the three of us are super close. Corinne is by far 


the best girl friend I've ever had. She's so caring that she is a better mom to me than my own 


| really hope they have kids one day. They're basically born to be good parents. They both say that they're not 


planning anything like that in the next IO years though. They say that they already have a child and they don't 


want the old one to get jealous of a potential new one. 
That ‘old one’ is me. I'm the child they already claim to have. (Note: I'm older than them) 


In moments like this, | don't love them as much.. 


Oh, here | am, digressing again. For my next entry, I'll definitely take notes and work out some sort of 
structure before | start rambling about everything and anything. Once again: Davey, all over the place with 


this. 


Escalating- yeah, that was what | was talking about. So: Cliff's place. ‘Tallica, Kirk, me teasing. That was the 
context so far. Kirk was jamming a bit with James, | guess, but it seemed more like he was showing off his 
mediocre guitar skills. He was standing with his back to me and kept playing a part over and over. It was a riff 
| knew I've heard before, but still don't recall where. It's like one of those fever dream memories. You couldn't 
describe it, but once you hear it, you recognize it. And | did. | also heard that he was playing it in the wrong 
tone- that being too high. 


Him playing the part over and over and over and then cursing quietly to himself every time, because he 
noticed something was wrong, but he didn't know what was starting to get annoying. Like, really annoying. He 
sounded like a broken record. So | walked up to him from behind, took his hands and adjusted them on the 
fretboard so that he would be playing the right notes. What | expected was for Kirk to flinch, like he always 
does when | touch him and blush like an idiot. But that was not at all what happened. Instead, he leaned back 
into me, turning his head so that he could look up to me. 


What. 
The. 
Hell. 


| thought | had been the one to tease here. The one who made the other uncomfortable. But no. Kirk either 
decided to switch tables on me or started liking what | did. Either way: Hell no. 


But of course, | was too stubborn to just back off. | couldn't let him have the upper hand in this game. (And | 
still don't know if and what we were playing) If he wanted to test out which one of us was to back away first, 
he had already lost. Being stubborn surely isn't my best quality, but you know what? It's useful. At least when 


you wanna see who backs off first, when things get spicy. 


So Kirky seemed to want to rile me up. Leaned back against me and gave me a look as if he's super 


comfortable with this, enjoying this even. Ane he did that as if this was the most innocent thing! 


| made sure that this satisfied look soon vanished off of that little fucker's face though. At first, | was 
shocked- obviously. But then | just smiled back at him. This alone seemed to confuse him greatly. But | didn't 
give him a lot of time to question it, because | then leaned in slowly, bringing my face closer to his. In the 


very last second, before my lips collided into his, he moved away. 
Thank. Fucking. God. 


| was already getting scared that he'd let me kiss him. Scared? Yeah, because | really, really didn't want to kiss 
him. Just wanted to scare him off. 


Mission accomplished. 


Because after staring at me for a moment- absolutely dumbfounded- he stormed off. Left his whole 
equipment here and didn't even look back. It's still here actually. Not in the living room anymore, but in my 
bedroom, neatly placed next to my own gear. | wonder when he's going to pick it up. If he's gonna pick it up at 


all, or if he just sends someone from his crew to get it. 


Honestly, | couldn't blame him if he sent someone. At that moment, | didn't think | might be going too far. | 
thought that he was playing with me and | decided to play a little dirtier than him. That's just how | roll. 


Actually, | didn't even think | had overstepped any sort of boundary until Corinne woke me up this morning. 
Usually, when | have a hangover, she just leaves me be, but today she went out of her way to vacuum my 
room at 130 in the morning. Which is exactly 2 hours after | went to bed. Or rather passed out and fell onto 
my bed. (Luckily not to the floor) 


When | asked what the actual fuck she was doing, she snapped at me. 

"Oh, am | invading your personal space?" 

She didn't even wait for me to groan some question at her before continuing. And that was alright because | 
had honestly no idea what she was talking about and honestly no power to ask her either. My head was 
throbbing so hard at this moment that | was surprised | even heard her over that and the noise of the 
vacuum cleaner. 

"Giving you a taste of your own god damn medicine." 

Yeah, | still didn't get her. My own medicine? | never clean people's rooms at 130 am and talk about personal 
spaces. | couldn't care less about that. She really had to namedrop him for me to get what the hell she was 


referring to. Obviously, Corinne, mom of all moms, didn't like the way | scared Kirk off. 


Listen, | love Corinne a whole damn lot. Like | already said. But in that moment, | really wished she was a guy, 


so | could've kicked her ass into oblivion Especially when she told me to call him and apologize. 


Yeah. Sure. 


| didn't hurt him. Corinne has seen me break people's bones in the past and she didn't even mention it 
afterward. What the hell is different this time? Well, according to her, Kirk didn't do anything to deserve this. 
She really had the nerve to assume that, but okay. 


"| beg to differ." | said, watching her as she set down the vacuum cleaner as far away from me as possible, 


while still having it in my room. Then she left it there. 
"Then beg, Dave." 


Really had to make me get up and turn the damn thing off. That sounds like no punishment whatsoever, but it 
seemed like one of the hardest things this morning. Usually, when | get as shitfaced as | did yesterday after 
Kirk left, | sleep all day. Got nothing better to do anyway, since I'm doing Metallica full time and only have night 
shifts. (Gigs are always at nighttime) 


So, basically. Corinne told me that she'll do this every day now until | call that little fucker and say sorry. But | 
call that a bluff. She'll have forgotten about this by tomorrow, | bet. 


But we'll see about that in the next entry. 


(6) Broadway Arcade 


Author's Notes: 
Dave's POV 


//1/11/82// 


Ha, you didn't think I'd take over this story, did you? You see, what I'm doing right now is called breaking the 
4th wall. But don't worry about it. 


So, remember that conflict between me and Corinne? The one where she punished me with that vacuum 


cleaner? Wow, that sounds awfully perverted if you don't have the context, huh. 


A quick recap of what happened a few days ago: | thought | was being funny and pretended to want to kiss 
little Kirk Wasn't as funny as | thought- Kirk ran off and Corinne told me she would wake me up every 


morning by vacuuming my room as punishment. 


Getting my room vacuumed didn't sound like such a bad deal at the time. | just had to get used to being woken 
up every day at 130 am by that awful fucking sound. At first, | thought she was bluffing, but she really 
wasn't. | really underestimated how stubborn she could be. (And there | had been, thinking | was the most 
stubborn ass in the household) 


Either way, this whole thing also came with benefits. Besides the clean room, | had an excuse to not spend as 
much time at home. In other words, | made for a good excuse as to why | had to spend more time at James' 


place. So, here | am, drinking his beer for a change. 


Oh, a thing | forgot to say: If | come off as even more all over the place as | did in my last entry, its because 
| have a damn fever and can't be bothered to try and concentrate. Really, | wish | could focus on just one 
thing and write about that before starting the next thing. | really wish | could But it's gonna be like that today, 
so strap the fuck in. 


| already have to admit to lying a little in the beginning. Because the part about me being able to spend more 
time with James sounds kind of like | chose that path voluntarily. When in reality, it's more like a last resort 
kind of situation So it's a misinterpretation of the truth at most, but I'm not going to start over now. In a 
way, mistakes make this whole thing a bit more authentic after all 


One thing | would like to set straight: | love spending time with Jay. He's basically my brother and, at this point, 
you could call him my extended family. But having a sleepover at his place is never ever enjoyable. The credit 


for that needs to be given to the old and fucked up foldable couch he has for visitors. 


"Its not old and fucked up, it's ‘vintage'." 


If | had a dollar for every time | fell off that thing at night and didn't even bother getting up because the 
floor was more comfortable, l'd have exactly 4 dollars. But comfort wasn't the reason why | picked James’ 
place to spend my precious time at. Neither was hospitality, nor the free beer. The real reason is that Corinne 


may or may not have kicked me out of the apartment. 
Why? Oh, well. Because | am a fucking idiot. Dave Must-be-dumb-staine. 


So, basically, she told me yesterday morning to just stop being "such a stubborn asshole" and apologize to Kirk 
"Take him to an arcade or something.” were her exact words and | thought that this wasn't that bad of an 
idea. | scratched up some cash and ended up with enough to keep little Kirk playing whatever game he wanted 


for a bit. 


Wholesome, right? ‘Oh, Davey and Kirk just started off on the wrong foot and now they're becoming friends! 
l'm sorry, but | will have to disappoint you there. Because nothing - and | mean absolutely nothing g- worked 
out the way | had planned it. 


There was a small obstacle in the beginning, which was getting Kirk to even talk to me, but that was quickly 
resolved. | had driven to his apartment because | had no idea where else to find the kid. Since that party, he 
had been kind of avoiding me and | honestly can't blame him. At first, he didn't even want to open the door, 
but | eventually got him to join. You probably won't believe me now, since my writing sucks as much as James’ 


mom, but I'm actually quite good with words. When | actually try, | can be very convincing. 
"Come on, pal. I'll take you there, itll be my treat" 


That's what | said and apparently, that was enough for him to totally forget what he had been so mad about. 
This kid ain't holding grudges for long, huh? Either that or me calling him ‘pal is what did the trick. After all, 
he had been desperately trying to be my friend since we met. 


Yeah, it took me a while to figure out, but, apparently, he hadn't given me that shitfaced grin all the time 
because he was being a brat. He actually showed me that mouthful of wrong teeth because he liked me and 
that is just how he smiles. Which is.. | don't know, maybe he should stick to closed mouth smiles? Your friends 
really don't need to see your fucked up gums all the time. Although this only add to that dorky cute vibe he 
gives off. | gotta hand that to him. 


So an important factor in this story is that | already had that damn fever yesterday. And, smart as | am, | 
had decided to leave the house without anything but some stale bread in my stomach. Because the last thing 


you need when you're sick is proper nourishment, right? 


Kirk and | got to the arcade rather quickly. | focused on driving while he focused on doing anything but to look 


at me. He was almost as nervous as that one time | drove him to the ER. | don't know if | already talked about 
this, but he basically pushed his hand into some broken glass one time and then decided to pull that big ass 
shard that was stuck in palm out. He then started bleeding profusely and since | was the only person left with 


him, | drove him to the emergency room. That was before the incident with the closet. 


Back then, he had a legitimate reason to be at this level of nervousness. He thought he was going to die in the 
passenger seat of my car before we got to the hospital. | see how this was unsettling for him. 


But being just as nervous when going to the arcade? He acted almost as if he was lowkey expecting me to pull 
some shit again. But | wasn't going to do that. Considering our shared past, | do get where he was coming from 


though. 


We didn't talk much during the ride. Focusing on traffic was already hard enough for fever headed Davey. It 
was endurable though. And | was feeling alright until we entered the place. Not good, obviously, but well enough 


to be conscious and mentally present. 


Broadway Arcade, San Francisco. 


Or, as | like to call it: my personal hell. 


After going in, | was instantly bombarded with flashy lights and beep-boop-beep sounds from each and every 


direction. | totally forgot how loud those machines are, but they sure reminded me. 


From then on | felt like my head was going to explode. Not that this would be a big loss, but still. m here for 
a good time and not a long one, but even | feel like 2I is a little too young to go. Although my head exploding 
would be the very definition of ‘going with a BANG. Ah, maybe in a few years from now. 


Litte Kirk got worried about me when | sat down on the floor with my back against the machine he was 
playing at. Space Invaders, | think. Not that this matters to the story anyways. What did matter though, was 
the fact that | felt like | was going to die in there. 


"You look like literal garbage, Davey." he had said before telling me that, if | wasn't feeling well, we could always 
just leave. And even though | really appreciated the offer, | wasn't going to budge. | had told him that we'd 
spend a nice day at the arcade together and for some odd fucking reason, | felt responsible to keep that 


promise. 


"Eh, don't worry, pal. I'll just get some fresh air and then I'm as good as new." | said and gave him a reassuring 
pat on the back before making my way out. Some fresh air sounded like just the thing to get me going again 
And technically, it did, if you put all the emphasis on ‘going’ 


My plan was to: go out, wait a bit until my head stopped throbbing and then join Kirky again. Have some fun 
with him and maybe repeat the whole thing again, if needed. 


The only problem - and the reason why Corinne snapped - is that | didn't go back in 


| had went out, leaned against my car and when | felt a little better, | just drove home. Me having naturally 
shit memory paired my head feeling like it was currently rotating in a microwave, made me totally forget that 
| was with someone. And during the whole ride home, | didn't question once why | drove up to Broadway. So, 
accidentally, | had left the poor kid by himself. And to top it all off, he had no money on him, since | had told 
him itd be "my treat". 


And now I'll let you guess if anyone believed my story. 


They didn't. Everyone immediately thought that the evil ginger had fucked over this innocent kid once again. But 
not even | am that big of an asshole. | pled innocent, but the verdict was guilty. 


So, long story short: Corinne decided that, since | left Kirk on his own, she'd do the same with me. And this is 
how me (and my stuff), ended up at Het's porch. 


| knew right from the start that he was doing to side with me no matter what. I'm actually about 99% sure 
that he also believes that | left little Kirk there on purpose. But instead of getting mad about it like everyone 
elsr, he fucking cracked up. 

Typical James. Super friendly to everyone on the outside, but behind closed doors, he's just as bad as | am. 


‘Schadenfreude' 


Ever heard of it? That's his kind of shit. Which is probably why me being kicked out was and still is so damn 


amusing to him. It has been a day since | came to him and he is still dropping comments like: 
"If you weren't as big of an asshole, you'd be sleeping in a bed now.’ 


James is walking on thin fucking ice if he keeps this up. We both know that, in a moody moment, I'd key his 


fucking car because of a comment like this. (For legal reasons: That's a joke.) 


But with James and me, this kind of behavior is a mutual thing. Its our way of saying that we need each 
other. | mean, we're basically each other's verbal punching bags and that is alright. As long as both parties can 
take it, there's absolutely nothing wrong with it. You just need to make sure that the other person can take it 
too because you obviously can't talk to anyone like that. 


An example: | cannot call Kirk a ‘kid! because that nickname is ‘degrading’ and ‘offensive’. At the same time, | 
can call James a degenerate gypsy, who wouldn't be able to tell the difference between his lover and his sister, 
because they're the same person. And that's because he thinks it's hilarious and, instead of whining about it, 
he just insults me back. 


That relationship dynamic is strangely wholesome to me. And if you don't agree- well, fuck you. Who are you 
to judge? 


/I/1/1// 


You know what? I'll give you a second chance to make up your mind about Jay and | being strangely wholesome. 


Ill tell you what happened last night and if you still think we aren't strangely wholesome, then you can fuck off. 


Oh and before | forget it: | am not a doctor and | also didn't go to see one. | hope you all can consider that 


before you tell me "Oh, aCTualLy! That's not how fevers work." Just shut up, okay? 


| don't know for sure what it is, but everyone who has touched my forehead in the past 24 hours has called 
it a fever. And although I'm usually not one to agree so blindly with the masses, | trust their verdict. Maybe 
its a fever plus something else, who knows? All | can say is that it feels like my head has turned into a big 

burnt marshmallow. And at the same time, it feels like someone punches me in the stomach every time | try 


to eat something, causing me to 'un-eat it. 


Too much information, | know. Just be happy | didn't tell you about all the puking and the damn shits. (Haha, | 
got you to read about it anyway!) 


Last night when James asked me if | was gonna join him at that some party, | nearly threw up. The mere 
thought of booze and pot made me sick to my stomach. This is how you know that you're going down: When 


beer makes you sick. 


Usually, I'd say that beer is my favorite food, but now | get sick just imagining the taste. And yes, | said food. 
That wasn't a mistake. If you can ‘eat soup, which is liquid- then why can you not eat beer? Its also liquid. 
Are there like certain rules and requirements you have to fulfill to be an edible liquid? 


You know what? Before | confuse myself even more here and end up forgetting what | was going to talk about, 
| better just stop thinking about the whole soup thing. 


So the topic was strange wholesomeress. | feel like lots of aspects of my friendship with James is fit that 
category. But if | start listing all those little things now, | might as well get a rainbow flag tattooed onto my 
buttcheek and then hand my whole ass over to him. Because that would be gay as hell. And I'm only willing to 
be a little gay for my best friend. 


Not funny? Okay, tough crowd. 


So after | had told James to leave me the fuck alone and go to that party by himself, he made a great effort 
to be quite a supportive type of friend That made me a tat bit suspicious, l'm not even going to lie. But as it 
turned out, he really just wanted to help me feel better. 


He's still kind of an idiot sometimes and his actions are clumsy, to say the least, but it was loving nonetheless. 
So he ended up throwing my sick ass onto that couch bed, turned the TV on and tugged me into all the 
blankets he had. At first, | thought he'd pull a camera on me at any second to snap a pic because l'm sure | 
looked fucking pathetic. Sweating like hell while cocooning in front of the TV. If he wouldve taken a picture, it 


would've made for the perfect blackmailing material. 


But instead of making sure he had something to pull on me next time we had an argument, he just made sure 
that | had everything | needed. Blankets, pillows, a big cup of coke and the remote for the TV, so that | could 
switch channels. After a couple of hours watching the absolute garbage that is cable TV, | eventually fell 


asleep.. or passed out. 


| don't know how long it took for James to come home, absolutely shitfaced- | might add. He stumbled into the 
apartment, hitting almost every piece of furniture on his way into the living room. If | didn't know any better, | 


would've assumed he just moved here and didn't know where everything was yet. But we all moved to San Fran 


when Cliff joined the band and that was like 3 months ago. 


| woke up eventually, to the sound of James’ foot hitting something and then him not so quietly cursing to 
himself. | watched him stumble to his room and then after he had groaned a "Yeah, what the fuck?", he came 


back to me. | can still remember that dumb look on his face when he looked at me and asked: 
"Man, | can't find me some sheets. You seen ‘em?" 


You really don't realize how stupid drunk people are until you're a sober spectator, huh? Even with a fucking 
fever, | knew how absolutely dumb he had to be to ask me that, while | was literally under all of his sheets. 
Which he had put on me, l'd like to point out again. But there's absolutely no point in arguing with a drunk dude, 
so | just told him to come over and ‘get some’. 


And this is where the strange wholesomeness kicks in. | must've been too vague with my answer because 
instead of coming over to get himself some sheets and then heading to bed, he climbed over me and just 
snuggled up behind me. 


If I'm being honest, | didn't even question that. I've woken up countless times somehow wrapped around his ugly 


ass, so that was normal by now. It's just that drunk cuddles are not awkward only when both parties are 


drunk. (Who would've thought?) 


But somehow.. | don't know. | think | liked it. Even though it was also weird as hell. As a guy, l'm not used to 


being the ‘little spoon’ or however you wanna call it. Its not as bad as | thought it would be, but, once again, 


I'm not sure what to think. Those are the things | do know though: 
The general feeling of someone close- Nice. 

The feeling of James close- Okay, too. 

The feeling of James burping in his sleep while he cuddles me- Ew. 


But he's my best friend, you know. And | know that after a while, drinking makes him as lonely as it makes me. 
So | can't even blame him for searching for any kind of physical contact. He instantly denied it this morning, 
but I'm still very sure that he had tried to take a girl home and then at one point fucked things up for 
himself. 


James is by no means horrible to look at, but he has tactics that just make him very.. resistible to women. He 
isn't creepy or anything (Although he does cuddle up to his friends when drunk..) but a sheer fucking disaster 
when it gets to flirting. I'm sure something like that had happened again and he had just decided to go home 
and just cuddle up to the next person who'd let him. And that is completely fine in my book. 


Its what bros do for one another. (Now tell me that ain't wholesome.) 


This doesn't mean, however, that | won't give him at least some advice on dating. He needs to find himself a 


rice girl to snuggle up to. Some girl who loves the dorky disaster that is James Hetfield, 


Because, as much as | love him, him burping into my ear at night is the last thing | need, thank you very 


much. 


So, here's my to-do list for the following week: 

l. Stop being sick 

2. Apologize to Kirk.. again 

3. Get Jay a girl, so he stops burping into my ear. 


Who would have thought that a musician's life was THIS interesting? Fuck my life. 


(I Lace and Whiskey 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk's POV 


//1/19/'82// 


| honestly didn't think I'd write another entry in this journal again. Call me superstitious if you want, but since | 
started writing about my life, it has only been going downhill. And I'm starting to think that maybe it is best to 


just forget about this notebook and let it collect dust in my drawer, where it can do no harm. 


But I've set a goal to myself. That goal is to at least write until the end of this year and | am too dedicated to 
just give up now. Besides, its already mid-November, so the year is almost over anyway. And when it is, | will 


be able to look back into this journal and say to myself: ‘Wow, Kirk. You really did survive 19182: 


Maybe it's a little early for New Year's resolutions, | have to admit that, but | feel like there are some things 
that really need to change in 1983. 


For example: My band Exodus. We're going nowhere together and | honestly don't think we ever will. ts sad 
how I've gone from starting this journal as a way to document our way to success, to being absolutely 

pessimistic about it. Because l'm not a pessimistic person. But over the past month or so, I've noticed that | 
am the only one who still tries to pursue his dream of becoming a rockstar. We all started with that exact 


same dream, but since it didn't work right away, they were all quick to give up. 


So my first and foremost New Year's resolution is joining a new band, or even starting one on my own. At this 
point, I'm not sure which path I'll take yet. 


Also, | want to add here, that | don't feel too well about letting my friends down like this. But it's just that | 


don't see any future for us as a group anymore and it's weighing me down. 


Music is my passion in life, it has been since little Kirk first touched a guitar as a kid. And | really love nothing 
more than to just pick up my guitar and play. But when l'm playing with this band, I'm starting to see it as a 


chore. 


| still love playing, obviously. | know that because | am still giving guitar lessons to James and although he's not 
the best player out there, I'm really enjoying the time we spent playing together. He's learning quicker than | 
had thought and | honestly feel like | cannot call it lessons at this point. It's more like we're jamming together. 


Once a while, he'd have trouble tuning or he'd miss a note, but that has become rather rare, too. Overall, I'd 


say that the only thing holding him back from playing on stage too is his own nervousness. Even when we're 


just with a couple of friends, he just gets so nervous and then he messes up a bit, which makes him even 


more nervous- it's just a neverending cycle. 


| don't judge and that is probably why he likes playing with me so much. 


His bandmates, on the other hand, are a little different when it comes to this. Cliff is the only one who never 
ever criticizes him (or anyone for that matter), but Lars and Dave make up for that big time. Even though 
Lars is really not a good musician himself, he puts great effort into pinpointing every little mistake that his 
blonde friend makes. While Lars has a way of loudly voicing his opinion about James’ guitar skills, Dave shows 
his lack of appreciation with gestures. An eye-roll here - a facepalm there. And this probably crushes James 


more than any verbal attack could since he is used to that. 


Fortunately, none of James' bandmates have joined us the past few times and things have been really chill 
since then. The only thing that wasn't so fortunate was the reason for that. 


Since | haven't written any entries in a little more than half a month now, you can probably guess that a lot 
has happened since then. I'll try to keep things brief, but some events directly affect me still, so | wil 
obviously describe those in greater detail. But | promise to do my absolute best to not make this too long and 
boring. 


A little less than a week ago, Cliff and Dave had a little get-together at their shared apartment. | wasn't 
personally invited by either of them, but James and Lars had both encouraged me to tag along, so | did. It 
wasn't a full-blown party, we were just a bunch of friends having fun, drinking beer, smoking some pot and 


listening to music. 


| had some of my equipment over and James and | were jamming a bit. Earlier, Dave had put on Alice Cooper's 
I9TT album ‘Lace and Whiskey’, which | felt like that was a little out of character for him. Judging by the bands 


on the shirts | usually see him running around in, | didn't think he'd like something as jazzy as old Alice. 


After a while, my playing shifted more towards that kind of style too and | failed miserably when | tried to 
play the riff to the song ‘It's hot tonight’. Over and over | failed to correct myself and | just continued fucking 
it up. 


That was until someone behind me took my left hand into theirs and adjusted it on the fretboard. That was 
Dave. Apparently, he had grown tired of having to hear me butcher that part and decided to lend me a hand. 


The days before that, he had made a great effort to tease the absolute hell out of me. The rumors about us 
having a secret relationship are still going and | feel like he contributed a lot to that. For the first time since 


that whole thing started, | thought to myself ‘Wow, what a nice guy he can be: 


Unfortunately, that thought wasn't longlived, because he soon leaned in to kiss me. Yes, you did read that 


correctly. Dave fucking Mustaine tried to kiss me on the mouth. 


And you know what the worst part about this is? 


| cannot tell if he is serious or not. | have absolutely no idea what of this is real, or if anything of this is even 
real. He could be pulling a big ass prank on me, or he could have a big ass crush on me- | don't know which 
one it is and | also don't know what would be worse. 


| left all my gear at the party and just ran the way back to my place. Before he could kiss me, of course. | 


remember that | was so paranoid that anyone would follow me, but nobody really cared, 


Or so | thought. 


Two days ago, Dave showed up at my apartment and wanted to make things up to me. | don't know how he 


talked me into it, but | opened the door for him to at least hear him out. 
And let me tell you, he looked like a walking corpse. 


With his face even paler than usual and heavy bags under his eyes, he offered to take me to the arcade. And 
there was just no way | could've refused. Because that would have felt like turning down a dying man's last 
wish. And besides, this was his way of saying that he was sorry, which | appreciated. | didn't think he'd 
apologize at all, if I'm being honest. 


Me appreciating this gesture, however, didn't mean | wasn't ridiculously nervous during the whole car ride. The 


music that was playing in his rusty Mazda didn't help me even a little bit. 


"You're so very picturesque, you're so very cold. Taste like roses on your breath and graveyards on your 


soul." 


It took my mind to places | didn't want to find it in. (Thank you, Alice. Very cool) | was uncomfortable enough 
with this situation as it was and didn't need to be reminded of the smell of this guy's breath. Because it didn't 


‘taste like roses’, more like Smirnoff and Marlboro Reds. 


The entire time | was contemplating whether | should ask him about what the hell he was thinking to try and 
kiss me, but | ended up playing it off as him just having taken a joke too far. | wanted to give him a second 
chance and go into this with an open mind. So | told myself that, if he made another move, I'd set things 
straight, tell him that l'm not into that- and if he didn’t, then I'd just enjoy the time at the arcade. 


That plan didn't work out though. Because he didn't make another move on me, but | still didn't enjoy my time 


there. 


Once we got in, Dave looked like he was going to fall dead at any second. | told him that he didn't have to force 
himself to this if he felt this bad and that | didn't mind if we left again. But he is a stubborn guy, so he said 
he'd get some fresh air and then he'd be ‘good as new' by the time he came back. 


Only problem: he didn't come back. 


He told me he'd return soon and that was the very last thing | saw of him that day. He just dipped and left 


me with not a pemny in my pocket. 


‘Wow, what a nice guy he can be: 


//11111/11111111111111111111/1/11111111111lll1 


//1/21/'82// 


It was been Lars who had initially introduced me to the group, but | rarely spend time with him anymore. 
That's because he recently got a girlfriend and is just all over her now. Which is probably for the better, 
because if he was under her, she'd straight up crush his tiny body. 


Her name is Laura, which Lars say stands for ‘honor’ and ‘victory’ and, also: she is a straight-up Viking. So he 
didn't just get her from Denmark, but also from the time Vikings when were still a thing. Or maybe all Danish 


women look like this, | wouldn't know. 


What | do know, however, is that she scares the living shit out of me. With her height and mass, she can 
easily become the fucking leader of the infamous b-foot-club and if any of the existing members dare to 


oppose her, she can just squeeze them to death with those muscular arms of hers. 


Trust me, l'm usually the last person to be this superficial. And, if I'm being honest, | already feel a bit guilty 
for being so mean. But Laura is just a whole lot to unpack. Quite literally. 


In all seriousness though, | wish them the best. If they're happy together, I'm happy for them. And in a way, 
they're the perfect couple. She can get him the stuff from the top shelf and he can get her the stuff from 
the bottom shelf. Oh, and one day, they can make (hopefully) average-sized babies. | just hope that she never 
rolls over in her sleep and breaks every bone in his little, child-sized body. 


So since Lars was occupied handling more woman than any of us ever could, | spent some time with James. 


And | have to say that, out of the whole Metallica bunch, | probably like him the most. He's a dorky fellow, 


always smiling and overall nice to hang around with. Our jam sessions are probably the only quality time | 
spend with anyone right now. (| know, sad) 


With my guitar case in hand, | walked down the street to his apartment. And looking back, | really should have 
been alerted by that rusty Mazda | saw parked across the street. But my brain did not make that connection 
until the door opened and not James stood in the frame, but his evil twin did. This is how Cliff refers to the 


ginger version of James from time to time and it could not be more accurate if you ask me. 


Obviously, after all that had happened between me and him, | wasn't exactly thrilled to see his lanky ass open 
the door for me. 


| had been expecting to see a blonde guy with bright grin, but what | got was a ginger and an annoyed snarl. 
With his upper lip curled back and his eyebrows furrowed, Dave glared down at me. But only for a second. 


Then his expression softened and he actually gave me somewhat of a genuine smile. 


But | was so fucking pissed. | wasn't going to smile back at him and, even though | really wanted, | wasn't going 
to go off on him for ditching me either. | was not going to give him the satisfaction of starting a fight. 


Because | |. wanted to be the bigger person and 2. knew for a fact that | would not stand a chance in a fight 
against him. Neither verbally, nor physically. | already feel uncomfortable when he and James take swings at 
each other and l'm not even included then. So instead of making that horrible mistake, | decided to just ignore 
him. 


That he did not like at all. Dave is usually the center of attention, no matter how big the group of people he is 
with is, so me not acknowledging him really scratched his ego. And for the first time, he seemed to be the 
desperate one of us. 


| could hear the shower running from where | was sitting in the living room, so | didn't even need to ask where 
James was. | also didn't ask why Dave was there to begin with. Or why there were bedsheets on the floor in 
front of the couch. But after about IO minutes of me tuning my guitar in silence, he told me all of that. | 
guess he just couldn't stand the fact that - for once- nobody was interested in him. 


"Het is showering right now. | guess he's just jerking it in there, but that can't take too long." he joked and 
when | didn't laugh, he got a lot more nervous. Nervous enough to explain the joke, which absolutely killed 


every bit of comedic value it had in the first place. "Because.. premature ejaculation, you know?" 


Oh, | did know. | knew what he meant when he first said it. | just wouldn't stroke his ego enough for him to 


become his cocky and sarcastic self again 


| did feel like | was being a little too manipulative, but | honestly didn't think it would work. Or at least, | didn't 
think it would work as well as it did. 


After a while of awkward silence on my part, he got up, walked over to the bathroom and just straight up 


opened the door. Let me tell you, I've been in there before. There is no shower curtain in this bathroom. Which 
explains why James screamed at the top of his lungs when the door suddenly swung open. Why he didn't lock 
it? Out of habit, | guess. After all, he usually lives alone and even when you don't live alone, people tend to 


knock. 

But Dave is not one of those people. Who would have thought? 

He basically told James that he was going to be out for a while. Nothing interesting, something about getting a 
new muffler for his car, if | remember correctly. The important and also highly confusing bit is what followed 


right after: 


"Oh, and before | forget, Kirk's here." Dave said, to which James replied with a laugh and this: "Yeah, wouldn't 
be the first time you forget him' 


‘Wouldn't be the first time’? As in: ‘You have forgotten him before:? | am so confused. And, guess what- 
James didn't bother to clarify when |, later on, asked him about it in private. What he did, was very ‘Cliff 


Burton-esque’. Which means that he told me that we should sort this out between ourselves. 


Fair enough, but now | am left wondering if Dave might have simply ‘forgotten’ me back at that arcade. It 
sounds improbable, but it's not impossible, right? 


When | was a kid, my mom once left me at the grocery store because she forgot that she had taken me 


there, so maybe this was a situation like this. But if it was, then why the hell didn't he just say something? 


God, | really wish that | have at least some answers by the time | write my next entry. 


(8) | wonder how she will she find out 


Author's Notes: 
Dave's POV 


/M/22/'82// 


It didn't take very long for our paths to cross again. And by ‘ours' | mean Kirk's and mine. It was just that this 
time, things went down a little different than usual. To me, it felt like the whole dynamic that we usually had 
was totally off, but I'll let you be the judge of that. 


So yesterday, little Kirk knocked on the door to James’ place and, since I'm still living here, | was the one to let 
him in Apparently, they had scheduled one of their guitar lessons again, but Jay is just horrible with dates, so 
he wasn't ready by the time Kirk showed up. That fucker was still in the shower - probably jerking it - leaving 
the two of us by ourselves. And, to put it lightly, Kirk wasn't exactly *thrilled* to see me. 


After | let him in and Kirk settled down in the living room, he made a great effort to ignore me the shit out 
of me. | tried my absolute best to make at least some conversation with him, but | think | only came off as 
fucking desperate for attention. And, | know. | probably should've just told him what happened and apologize, but 
there hasn't been one single person at that point who had believed that story. So | really doubted that Kirk - 
of all people - would be the first to buy it. 


To top that off, he was already looking pretty done with me and | was honestly so sick and tired of this whole 
drama with him. It left me thinking that maybe we just weren't made to be friends and | should fucking stop 
trying already. Until then, every attempt to connect with him had turned out to be a deep-dive into nothing 
but more shit. 


So | dipped. 


Before | left, | told James I'd get a new muffler for my car but | don't think he was listening all too much. My 
boy was busy screaming and trying to cover that pale and skinny ass of his. He hadn't locked the door earlier, 
| forgot to knock, his shower doesn't have a curtain.. Long story short: This chain of bad choices led to 


traumatic memories on both sides. 


Anyways. | headed out and didn't bother to come back until a few hours later when it was already nighttime. | 
actually did get that muffler, so that wasn't even an excuse to leave. Not that | really needed one with Kirk 
being there. Jay knew about the whole shit with him, as everybody else did and even if that wasn't the case, | 
had no obligation to stay there and watch them play. Even if there wasn't any drama between me and Kirky 


boy, | probably would've dipped still, since | really wasn't in the mood to have them bug me about buying them 


beers in the evening. 


I'm honestly sick and tired of going out to fuel their underage drinking. Not that I've been any better, it's just 
that | somehow had always gotten my alc myself, instead of making my only legal friend do it. It wouldn't 
bother me if it was like an occasional thing, but this had turned into an everyday kind of scenario - believe it 


or not. 


Back to the story. So | got that muffler for the old rust bucket that | call my car because | just couldn't take 
that damn shaking anymore. Every time that l'm driving, I'm in constant fear that my windows will burst at 
every little dip of the road. This wouldn't be such a big issue if the streets in San Fransisco weren't built the 


way they are. There's not one street here that is flat. You're either going up, or you're going down. 


It's like life. You have ups and downs but no matter where you are, you're always reminded of the fact that 
you're a poor motherfucker who can't afford a normally functioning car. (Great metaphor! Clap it up for this 


wannabe author.) 


After getting that done, | spent some time a friend of mine named Leslie. And before any of you assume that | 
am objectifying her with what I'm about to say, please note that | say the following with all due respect. Leslie 
is the type of girl to put the ‘job' in ‘blowjob’ - if you know what | mean. And to clear things up right from 
the start: | say that solely because she pours her heart and soul into this ‘job' and not because | wanna imply 
that this is her actual profession. 


How | know about her little ‘talent’? Well- | think you could call it ‘friends with benefits’. Yeah, that term seems 
to fit about right. 


Leslie works at a Chinese takeout place called ‘Hong something Wok’. I'm not sure if my guess if even close to 


the actual name of the place, so don't quote me on that. 


She had a shift yesterday when | hit her up, so ‘the usual' was off the menu. You know, the usual - hanging 
out, getting a little personal and smoking some pot - the shit the young folk does nowadays. 


But instead of doing any of that fun stuff, | watched her package up food and be overly polite to get some 
extra tips. And, holy shit, does she know how to get those over 40 year old, married with kids men to give 
her some extra cash. Honestly, | can't even judge. | was actually quite impressed to see her take total 
advantage of the situation. And if you think about it, it's a win-win. While she got some well-deserved cash, 
those guys probably got more out of her little flirting than out of their whole marriage. 


Never before have | seen such a depressed and sex-deprived mob of men. And it made me wonder.. How the 


fuck did it even get to this point? 


They probably got married, had kids, turned 40 and then it was over for them. But, like 40? Really? That 
means | only have 1] more years until | become one of those guys. One who gives the hot waitresses a big tip, 


hoping they'll take my big tip. 


Oh God, please let it never get to this point. I'd like for my dick to be interred with me and not years before 
my death. 


But enough rambling. 


After a couple of hours, | decided to head out again. This whole thing was starting to feel like foreshadowing 
and | didn't like that whatsoever. | also didn't like what it reminded me of. That being that | had already taken 
the first step towards this sad future: Engagement. 


Yes, | am in fact engaged and, before you assume anything, it's not Leslie. (Although when she insisted | take a 
whole meal home with me, | could've declared my love there and then) 


No, her name's Diana and she lives in Los Angeles. When Cliff joined the band under the condition that we 
moved to San Francisco, she wasn't exactly happy about me going, but she also didn't think that this whole 
‘music thing’, as she called it, would last very long. So | moved away and she stayed in our old apartment. 


Does she know about Leslie? Fuck, | hope not. 


Diana has always been really chill about me flirting around. She has always had that ‘It doesn't matter where 
you get your appetite from as long as you eat from home' kind of attitude with me, therefore | don't think 
she'd be too happy about what | do. Because that is - quite literally - eating out. 


But on the other hand, Diana knew what she got herself into right from the start and she's an adult woman, 
who can make her own decision. (Even if said decisions are straight up stupid.) But if she wants to be engaged 
to this bastard that | am, then I'll be the absolute last person to stop her. Because - besides all the physical 


action - | wouldn't want to be with anyone else. 


| see how that comes off as kind of sick and twisted now that | wrote it down but | swear, this isn't a toxic 


relationship. 


Time to change topics: 


MOVING ON! 


It's winter in San Fran right now and you can definitely tell. Don't get me wrong, | really like it here and for 


Metallica, it was best that we moved away from LA. We wanted to disassociate ourselves from the glam scene 


that is so popular back there at the moment. You know, glam metal, right? Those are the guys who wear 
makeup and got their hair dyed and teased up to the heavens. 


| remember one time, James and | were walking down The Strip and we thought we saw a bunch of hookers, 
but then we got closer and it was just Mötley Crue. 


But no matter what you think of the glam or thrash metal scene - or if you don't have any interest in this at 
all and are just a nosy fucker who found this diary and thought you should give it a read because you don't 
know what privacy is - you will have to admit that 10 degrees sound a lot better than 50. 


| could've been at the beach, surfing right then, but instead, | was clinging to a box of warmed up Chinese 
takeout because | was freezing cold. 


It was already dark outside by the time | got back to James’ place and | hoped that it was already past 
bedtime for little Kirk so that he wouldn't be there anymore. It's not like | hated this kid's guts, even though 
l'm sure he assumed that in the beginning. It was just that | didn't want to stand that awkward silence again. | 
simply don't like being ignored and that was exactly what he had been doing only a few hours prior. 


But things weren't as | thought they would be. (By the way, this is the part where | get to our dynamic being 
off) 


Once | got back and had knocked on the door, | was hoping to see James’ stupid face instead of little Kirk's. But 


it seemed like | wasn't granted this much luck in a day. Or maybe | was- | cannot tell for sure. 


So the door opened and immediately, | was punched in the face by the smell of weed that came from inside. 
Turns out, those little bastards had found my stash and decided to hotbox the hell out of this place. This 
meant that they didn't just steal my stuff, but they also thought itd be cool to smoke it without me. Perfect. 


Happy to have such honest and overall good people around me. 


| was already starting to get mad but then Kirk did something that really threw me off- almost quite literally. 
A moment after he recognized me, he full-on jumped at me, which almost hurled me off of my feet. Then he 


buried his face in my chest and started whining. 


lm so glad you're here. | couldn't find the door and it's already so late. | don't know how to get home!" 


With that box of Chinese takeout still under my arm, | just stared at him. | thought that he was obviously 
pulling a prank on me because there was just no way he hadn't found the door he had literally just opened for 
me. It made me chuckle a bit that he thought I'd fall for some bullshit like this, but he turned out to be 


actually quite serious. 


"Where's Het?" | asked when he finally let go of me and moved back into the apartment. 


"| lost him." he more apologized than said and gave me a look that was just .. something else. 


There was really no way that he was acting at this point because he looked at me like someone who had 
actually lost my best friend and who was now just so sorry and helpless. He didn't know how to handle this 
situation at all, so | told him that everything was fine, that James had probably just gone to bed and that I'd 


drive him home after | was done eating. 


That took way longer than | had thought it would though. And thats due to stoned Kirk, also known as 
‘Paranoia Boy’. (Yes, | did give him a name like that because he loves superheroes so much) ‘Paranoia Boy’ was 
just all over the place. It started with him accusing me of having kidnapped James and ended with weird 
conspiracy theories about ‘The Fish-people’. 


| just sat on the couch beside him and munched my Kung Pao chicken as he just kept on rambling. It was 
honestly entertaining to see this usually so quiet boy open up fully and talk about things with such passion. All 
he talked about was utter bullshit, obviously, but | really enjoyed listening to him. After a while, he fell quiet 


though and shuffled closer until he was leaning against me. 
"Dave, why do you hate me?" 
Talk about addressing the elephant in the room, huh? 


| don't hate you, you little piece of shit" | chuckled, trying to play down the importance of that answer just a 
bit. At the same time, | offered the boy some of my chicken as somewhat of a peace offer. 


Quick sidenote: Anyone who's been unfortunate enough to meet me knows that | don't like sharing. So me 


offering Kirk some of my food meant something. 


‘I'm vegetarian’ he answered, denying my favor. Judging by the way he was eyeing that piece of chicken 
though, l'm sure he was reconsidering his choice of lifestyle. He was looking at it as if he was ready to take 
the chicken, the chopsticks and probably also one or two of my fingers down with just one bite. 


"Munchies?" | asked and he replied with the tiniest of nod he could manage. 
Adorable. 


Usually, | would have been beyond pissed because ‘Dumb and Dumber’ had smoked MY pot without me. But 
‘Dumb - aka Kirk - had the expression of a lost puppy on his damn face. And God knows | have a weakness 
for dogs. Even if they're 5"B, play guitar and are allegedly my boyfriend (if you want to trust those rumors 
that are still going). So | couldn't just not help him, you know? He looked vulnerable and | had been such an ass 
to him those recent days and even though that wasn't on purpose, | simply had to help him out. 


There wasn't really a chance of me get him home like this anyways = or at least not without great effort. He 


was Totally out of it and | didn't want to have to carry him to the car and then drive all the way to his place. 


But Kirk didn't seem to mind staying overnight to begin with. That was rather obvious since he had already 
cuddled up against my arm by the time | offered to take him home the next morning. And | didn't even mind 
that if l'm being honest. Sure, those corkscrew curls made me feel itchy, but other than that, | couldn't 
complain at all. | felt good just sitting there and eating the rest of my food, but to him, that that wasn't 
apparently. 


When he finally spoke up, it was like 80% of our conversation had already occurred in his head and | was only 
presented with the end result. There was no build-up to this, just a blunt statement with no context 


whatsoever. 


"| think you're more serious about this than you want to admit. | think you actually like me." 


What was | supposed to say to that? Was | not being serious at one point? What the actual fuck is he even 


referring to? 


| had so many questions, but instead of voicing any of them, | just let out a long "Uhhhhhhhhhhhhh..” while 


staring at him. 
He got beet-red, giggled and replied with, "It's okay, | won't tell anyone." before nuzzling back against my arm. 


At that moment, | was just screaming on the inside. ‘What will you not fucking tell anyone?! But all that came 
out again was that same exact "Uhhhhhhhhhhhhh..” from before. An absolutely pathetic excuse for an answer, 


| know. 


But Kirk seemed really happy with it. Maybe stoned Kirk was coming up with another one of his conspiracy 
theories then and there, | have no idea. All | can say is that, to me, it felt like he had sort of read between 


the lines and gathered more information from my answer than | did. 


So, anyways. Kirk fell asleep after a while. | let him have the couch for the night - not because he needed it 
more than | did, but simply because | didn't want to sleep on this torture machine again. Little Kirky, however, 
was stoned enough to not feel any of those metal springs poke him through the fabric of the cushions. And so 


it came that he slept so very peacefully on Jay's fucke- | mean ‘vintage’ couch. 


Honestly? Can't relate. Neither to sleeping peacefully on that monstrosity of a couch, nor to sleeping peacefully 


in general. 


The second thing is totally on me and | know that. | could've been sleeping in my own bed, in some warm flannel 
pyjama, but instead, | laid stretched out over two chairs, still wearing my everyday clothes. But if there's one 

talent | have, it's sleeping in uncomfortable positions. You could put me in a box and ship me off to China and | 
would literally sleep the whole fucking way there. (Note: | don't know why China was the first place that came 

to my mind) 


So that two chair situation wasn't as horrible as | thought it would be. | think | could even get used to this. 
Who am | kidding at this point? It sucked 

| really need to clean up my act and get back into my own fucking bed. If that takes physically dragging Kirk to 
Corinne so that he tells her we settled our differences, so be it. Although | don't think I'll have to force him to 
do that at all. He doesn't seem like the unforgiving type of guy and judging by how he had been acting around 
me yesterday, | can confidentially say that he sees me as a friend. 

| think (Wow, look at me, confidentially saying that) 

| really wish he would enlighten me and just tell me what the fuck is up. | really hope that this whole 
‘boyfriend’ joke didn't get to him and he's more serious than joking at this point. That would explain why the 
hell he was so embarrassed by me trying to kiss him, yet got so personal once we were alore.. 


Or maybe it was the pot that made him overly touchy. 


lm not sure if | like that better actually. 


(% Shortcake 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk's POV 


/M/22/'82// 


Since I'll probably stop writing by the end of next month - which is also the end of this year - I'm trying to 
make at least the last few entries worth reading. | won't make up stories or anything like that - because, 
that's honestly not necessary with everything that's happening rn. But | have noticed that there are huge gaps 
between entries, so - starting today - I'll try to make everything a bit more fluent and coherent. Meaning, l'll 
continue where | left off in my last entry and not skip ahead. Although there is this one thing | can't wait to 
put on paper. (Patience, Kirk, patience.) 


Something | didn't mention in my last entry is how my jam session with James ended. So, at one point, he 
decided to, well, steal the devil's lettuce from the devil himself and smoke it with me. Or, less cryptic: We took 
Dave's pot and smoked it without him. 


‘Why’, you ask? Well, that's easy to answer. 


First: Dave wasn't home. 

Second: James was kind of pissy that Dave just had walked in on him showering earlier - without even 
attempting to knock the door - and | was still mad at him too (keyword: arcade). So, after a few beers, we 
gathered the courage to look through Dave's stuff - that is to this day neatly stacked in the corner of 


James' living room - and eventually, his pot was what we found. 


Honestly, | don't even feel that bad about it. I'm usually not one to do stuff like this, but | felt like he deserved 
some revenge for the shit he's been giving me in recent days. And when | woke up the next day (which is this 
morning) not one of the two Tallica guys even mentioned it, so | don't think it is that big of an issue. Thats 

something l'm quite happy about becouse | definitely have enough drama with Dave already - but more about 


that later. 


| don't remember much of what happened after | took the joint from James and before | woke up today. 
Everything that happened in between those two events is just a big blur. Something | can blame on me being a 
fucking lightweight, or on the devil's- | mean Dave's lettuce. (Same same but different) 


A little side note here: In case this little journal ever happens to get published (which | don't think it will, but 
you never know) | would like to send a quick message to my mom. So basically, this is an attempt to push the 


blame onto someone other than myself. 


So the following is for my loving mother Chefela Hammett: Mom, they peer pressured me into it. | swear. | 


would never touch the marijuana on my own, l'm a good boy. 


Now that | got that lie out of the way, it's time to continue the story. (Please don't judge me.) 


| woke up this morning in my usual state of utter confusion. Most people get a headache the 'morning after' 
or they feel sick, but not Kirky. Kirky just gets overly confused about everything and anything. And to make 
matters even worse, | also have real shitty sight. Which leaves confused Kirk temporarily blind also. At least 
until | find my glasses, which | only wear at home though. | already look much younger than | am and with 
glasses, | look like a preteen. And | honestly don't need any of my friends to poke fun at me for that. Some 
comments about one's appearance can be really harsh sometimes. Or, actually, all comments can be really 


harsh sometimes when you're part of this friend group. 


Let me give an example while I'm already at it. So a couple of weeks ago Lars ‘Rockefeller’ Ulrich was 
complaining about his wallet not fitting into his brand new, tight leather pants because he had "Way too many 
dollar bills". (First world problem, but okay.) | didn't comment on that and neither did anyone else because it 
was just nonsense. But Lars kept on complaining until, finally, Dave made him shut up. He looked Lars up and 
down with a disgusted look on his face before casually saying "You also seem to have way too many 


chromosomes.” 
Oof. 


Okay, so.. Lars is a spoiled brat and we all know that. But he's still our friend and a little joke at his expense 
would've been more than enough in this situation. Dave, however, is a ‘Go big or go home: type of guy, so, 


naturally, he took things a bit too far. 


| hope that example shows just why | don't dare to wear my big, round nerd glasses out in public. It's not that 
big of a deal either, because | always wear lenses instead. And | do remember putting them in yesterday, but | 
must've taken them out at one point. Because when | woke up - on what is probably the most uncomfortable 
couch ever - my vision was super blurry. All | saw was vague, colored shapes and that only added to my 
usual confusion. (Who would've thought?) 


Since | didn't see shit, | carefully started patting down everything within my reach, looking for my glasses. Its 
a habit you just pick up when you're as blind as | am and at this point, | hadn't even realized that | wasn't 
home. That hit me a second later though when | pat pat- | found someone's head. My hand landed flat on the 
big orange blur in front of me and, almost as if | had triggered something, the big orange blur yelled, 


"WHO IS RICHARD NIXON!" 


In hindsight, | can tell that the ‘big orange blur' was Dave. And that he obviously wasn't yelling because | 
touched him, but because he was watching Jeopardy. But back then, seconds after waking up from my deep 


slumber, | didn't get shit. | was just wondering why the hell the orange blur was talking and, more importantly, 


why it wanted to know who the 31th president of the US was. (And yes, | did have to look that up) 


| must've made another sound or something because this was when Dave looked at me. He was sitting on the 
floor in front of the couch | was on and when he turned his head, we were at eye-level. The very first thing | 
noticed was that he didn't reek of booze and cigarettes for once. Probably because it was so early in the 
morning still but it still surprised me - and also made it harder for me to recognize him. By the time he spoke 
up my hand has slipped down from the top of his head and was dangling over the edge of the couch. 


"The sleeping beauty has awoken", Dave announced and chuckled. 


He seemed to be in quite a good mood for some reason, which honestly left me a bit suspicious. Don't get me 
wrong, | was happy to see him not pissed for once, but still. He probably came home after James had gone to 
bed the night before and, if that is the case, then him and | definitely talked. Maybe | had said something to 
him, even though | have no idea what that might have been | just hope it wasn't a secret and he was just so 
happy because he had already told everyone he knew about it. But | don't really have any big secrets that are 
exciting enough to spread around. The only one | have is the thing with the glasses and that's about as exciting 
as it gets - not at all worth talking about. 


That being said, there's one thing | haven't really voiced to anyone yet, but I've been writing about it quite 
often now. There is just no way | asked Dave if he has a crush on me though.. right? | mean, that would 
explain something he said today. Something that | still can't wrap my head around. | wanna tell myself that he's 
just fucking with me for even assuming that he's anything but straight, but he sounded genuine for the first 


time since we've met. 


You'll see what | mean in a minute. Everything in due time, Kirk 


| blinked a few times, trying to focus on the face in front of me. And that really helped a bit. Slowly, | was able 
to make out a pair of eyes and lips, a nose too. From that point on, | was quickly becoming more aware of my 
surroundings. | noticed that the TV was running in the background and | heard someone on it say "Who is 
Richard Nixon’, which was followed by a ding-ding-ding sound and a host saying "Corrrrrect". It had taken the 
candidate on the show significantly longer to guess the correct answer than it had taken Dave. At first, | 
thought that this was just good luck on his part, but he soon proved that theory wrong. It took him about one 
or two hints to correctly guess the right answer every time and | was impressed, to say the least. | never 


thought of him as dumb or anything, but rather ‘street smart than ‘book smart’, if that makes any sense. 
After a while of sitting there, me on the couch and Dave still on the floor with his back to me, | finally 
gathered the courage to ask him about the night before. But he just shrugged. His answer was vague and he 
didn't look like he was going to get more into detail if | bugged him about it. 


"You were high as a kite and fell asleep on the couch. | slept on that" 


He made a weak gesture to ‘that’, which turned out to be the two chairs that were standing next to the 

couch at my feet. I'm not gonna lie, but that seemed like an even more uncomfortable place to sleep than the 
couch | was tortured with all night. (No wonder he was already up this early.) But I've also literally witnessed 
Dave sleep all cramped up in a closet before, so | guess he's okay with sleeping in odd positions and places. So 


far his favorite seems to be wooden pieces of furniture that aren't beds. 


"You let me have the couch?" | asked, not dropping the topic as | had initially planned. | was just too curious to 
not ask him about it, you know? Only a day ago | had still been convinced that he was a total dick, who had 
ditched me at the arcade the other day. And suddenly | was presented with a whole different Dave Mustaine. 


Dave Carestaine. (God, | really just cracked up at that. Laughing at my own jokes... I'm just THAT funny now) 


"Yeah, even tugged you in", he chuckled again. 


Before | could react to Dave who just oh-so-casually admitted that he tugged me in when | fell asleep, James 
came in. And his timing really couldn't have been any better - absolutely on fucking point. But it was probably 
for the better anyway, since | was didn’t have to react to Dave's words. | mean, what was | supposed to say? 
‘Thank you? or ‘Did you give me a good night kiss too? None of that sounded like a good idea at the time. The 


second option mainly because | was lowkey scared he wouldn't refuse it. 


That wouldn't even mean that he actually did that. It's just that Dave isn't one to easily be teased and he has 
this tactic where he just engages himself in the teasing. It gets to a point where that just takes all the fun 
out of it for everyone but him. Hell- this is exactly why this whole boyfriend thing started! And that's pretty 
much the only reason why | thought that all of this might be a joke. That is until a few hours ago. 


| still wasn't sure whether Dave really had a thing for me or if this was all nothing but a big, fat joke that | 
just didn't find funny. And, to be honest, it was only bothering me at that point. | didn't want to have to care 
about this anymore, because - in the end - it didn't matter anyway. I'm not into guys - sure, I've been a little 
curious before, but who hasn't? 


So, anyways - | got up and after skulking through James’ apartment like a blind person, | finally found the 
bathroom and planted my ass on the toilet seat. | don't know what had gotten into me, but | told myself that 
this was the day | would stop caring. | decided there and then that it was time for me to approach life with a 
shrug from now. But, just like all the other decisions I've made while on the toilet, | didn't actually go through 
with it. The dedication it was going to take for me to actually stop caring was simply a mood which only lasted 


about - you guessed it - a minute. 


After leaving the bathroom, | was slowly making my way back to the living room. Without my glasses | still see 
shapes and colors, so walking isn't actually that big of an issue. However, trying to avoid stepping into any of 
the things on the floor is. | can't really tell what they were - probably just clothes - but James is a messy 


guy and you can never be too careful when you're barefoot. | mean, what if there were LEGO? 


| had made it about halfway back into the living room when | heard Dave's voice. He was in the room | had just 
passed, so | wasn't sure if he was talking to me at first. But who else could he have been talking to? | was the 
only person who was close enough to hear what he was saying, since James’ ass was on the couch, watching 


Jeopardy. 


"Hey- wait. Stop right there" Dave said in a tone that was so soft that | had to think twice about whether it 
was actually him or not. | stopped in my tracks to listen to what he had to say next and he.. well, just read 


for yourselves. 
"Listen up, | don't- No, don't say anything, just let me talk, okay?" 


| kept my mouth shut and continued to listen. If he wanted to talk, | was going to let him. After all, its so hard 
to get him to say anything genuine - anything thats not drenched in sarcasm. Quiet as can be, | just stood 
there, still outside of the room, listening to him. | didn't even see him from the spot | was in, but | felt like 
he'd just stop talking if | changed that. And that was a risk | wasn't willing to take. 


‘| want you to know that l.. | really missed you. | know | fucked up, but- God, fuck. I'm sorry.” 


He missed me? That did catch me off-guard, to say the least. | mean, why would he miss me? It wasn't like we 
were great friends or anything before | started to avoid him. One thing was for sure though. He had in fact 
fucked up. | wasn't that mad about it anymore, but hearing him apologize was still really nice. | didn't expect 


him to do that at all and I'd have to lie if | said that this didn't make me smile a bit. 


He cursed a bit under his breath before continuing. Looking back at it, this was definitely the moment where | 
should've cut him off. | should've told him that there was nothing to apologize for and that l'm usually quick to 
forgive. If | had done that, he probably wouldn't have said what he said next. 


"I know that I'm moody sometimes, but that doesn't mean.. Shit, | just wanna fucking kiss you again” 


Again..? 
AGAIN??? As in ‘like we already did'? Is this what happened the night before? 


| wanted to speak, but- fuck, it was already way too late for that. Besides, my mouth was so dry that | felt 
like only dust would come out if | said anything. And even if that hadn't been the case, Dave didn't give me any 
time to say anything. He just quickly continued his monologue. 


"Anyways, | just wanted to let you know that l'm sorry and that | love you, Shortcake." 
Dave said this as if | was supposed to know all of this but | didn't. | always thought you'd notice it if someone 
loved you. Their actions would speak for themselves and them telling you with their words would only be a 


confirmation. But it wasn't like that at all. Dave's words didn't confirm my suspicions. 


But they did hit me hard. 


He LOVES me? Dave fucking Mustaine LOVES me? 


So he actually did take the whole boyfriend thing seriously.. Who would have expected that of him? And.. 


Shortcake? Because l'm shorter than him? Is this his petname for me now?? 


| didn't have and still have no words. | just stood there as if someone had just glued me to the floor - not 
saying a word, not moving an inch. This changed when Dave left the room and was suddenly face to face with 
me. | wasn't ready to see him yet - not that | saw much anyway. Still, | stared up at him with my mouth and 
eyes wide open - probably looking like a dumbass. No, DEFINITELY looking like a dumbass. But can you blame 


me? 


Dave almost sounded a bit surprised, when he said my name. It sounded almost as if he didn't expect to see 


me now, but that's bullshit. Obviously, he knew | was there. Otherwise, he wouldn't have said what he had said. 


We stood there for a moment and | could tell that he was getting nervous. Fuck, of course, he was! He had 
just poured out his heart out in front of me and | sure wasn't being consoling or anything. It was one of those 
situations where you don't know what to say until a few hours later when it's already too late. Instead of 
letting him down carefully, or saying literally anything appropriate in this kind of circumstance, | just choked 


out, 


‘lm not gay." 


Small brain moments, today with Kirk Hammett. 


From all the words in the English language, | really had to take those three and put them in a sentence. | was 
already internally beating myself for this when Dave just.. laughed. He gave me a weak slap on the shoulder 


and said, "A bit random, but okay. Good to know." 
Uhm, what? RANDOM? How was that in any way shape or form random?? 


| mean, I'm happy he didn't go off on me for letting him down like this. I'm glad that he didn't throw a tantrum 
because that's what short-tempered Dave is known for. But still.. | didn't think he'd play it off like that. Maybe 
he expected things to be this way - | don't know. | couldn't even tell if he was smiling or not when he started 
laughing. Hell, fuck bad vision, man. He could have been crying for all | know and | would've been the asshole 
who did this to him. | don't think that was the case, but | also didn't know that he had feelings like this, so 
don't take my word for granted. 


I've always thought of Dave as this lead-guitarist. The one who gets all the girls, takes all the drugs and is 


basically doing nothing but living his rockstar life. Metallica didn't have super big success yet, but they have a 
decent amount of following. You know that you're doing well as a band if your crowd is 50% dudes and 50% 
girls and Metallica is definitely one of those bands. Those girls were usually someone's girlfriend, but they'd 
usually forget about that the second they are invited backstage. l'm not judging them. | mean, if you don't have 


the money for big concerts, why not have the rockstar/groupie experience with your local garage band? 


But this is what confuses me so much. Dave has always been one of these guys to totally love that lifestyle 
and | can't blame it for that. Until today, he seemed to be having fun jumping from one girl's bed to the other 
with no strings attached It's just that.. Sex, Drugs and Rock ‘n’ Roll and falling in love with a buddy of yours 
doesn't really go together, does it? 


As bad as that sounds, I've just never thought of Dave as someone with feelings. At least not with soft ones 
like love. He's probably as far from domestic and loving as one can simply get. | mean, just look at his 
relationship with James! That's a total love-hate relationship. Who in their right mind would want that? Not me. 


But why the hell am | even thinking about all of this? I've basically told him ‘no' and this should be where it 
stops. Hell, even if | was attracted to him, this whole thing - him telling me that he loves me - would've been 
too overwhelming. It's already overwhelming enough as it is. l'm just glad that | don't have to deal with 
contemplating whether he's serious or not anymore. And I'm glad that... well, lim glad that | don't have to deal 
with the feelings he's probably dealing with right now. 


But enough of that. It's only 7 pm and | need sleep. I've been home - away from him - for about IO hours now 
and | can't stop thinking of what he said to me and how | reacted and everything. And | honestly just need a 
break from this. 


Shortcake: Over and out. 


(10) In the wee small hours of the morning 


Author's Notes: 
Dave's POV 


/N\/30/'82// 


So after the whole fiasco with stoned Kirk - you know, him getting all paranoid and snuggly on my ass - | 
decided to call Diana. It's been so long since I've last seen her and maybe - just maybe - I'm starting to get a 
bit lonely. | know I'm usually not a softie but some warmth and love would be really nice right now. But I'm 
sure that feeling is just due to the season It's cold as all shit and only a little less than month until Christmas 
Eve - and there's simply no way of ignoring any of that. 


Most stores have already had Christmas decorations up before Halloween, so yeah.. There's no getting a- 
fucking-round this holiday. And honestly, | wish | could just get myself in the mood for this shit like anyone 
else. Lars has put in great effort into getting me in the mood (Wow, that doesn't sound wrong at all) but it's 
simply not working, you know? He went as far as taking me to the mall but | really can't get excited about mall 
Santas. 


Let's be honest here for a second: most of them look like scary homeless men and not like the jolly old guy 
they're portraying. So the only thing that changed for me this year is that | now know that mall Santas smell 
how they look. And that | owe to my good friend Lars, who somehow talked me into sitting on Santa's lap and 
wishing for something before he shoved a camera into my face. Obviously, this pic of me on this dude's lap 
had to end up being the Christmas card Lars sent out to all our friends. He's probably getting back at me for 
something but after multiple kids at the mall mistook him for one of ‘Santa's little elves’ | just can't be mad at 


him. 


Besides getting absolutely obliterated by a bunch of children, Lars actually didn't do much to better my mood. 
The thing just is - Alright, | get why other people like Christmas - | really do. But if you're like me and don't 
have any nostalgic feelings that relate to this holiday and you look at this whole thing from an outsider's 
perspective.. you begin to notice that it's all kind of fucked up. | mean, if | knew a fat man would break into my 
house through the chimney at night, I'd close the damn thing shut or get some big ass guard dogs - or just 
call the cops. The last thing | need is a creepy guy who's trying to invade the security of my home to bring 
me toys and shit. Thank you - but no thank you. 


But no matter how fucked up | think all of this is, Christmas is mostly one thing for me - and that's a sad 
time. | mean, this holiday is holding the record of the highest suicide rate each year, do | gotta say more? 
(Probably not, but | will) So | cant be the only one who is feeling a little less jolly than the people around me 
during this holiday that's about love and care and all that shit. Basically, what I'm trying to say is: One quickly 
gets lonely. 


All the other holidays you can spend with your friends, but Christmas? No, Christmas is not for the one 
family you choose but the one you're presented with when you get born Them, plus all the equally unlikeable 


people who then later marry into said family. 


Your boy Davey would have to lie if he said that spending Christmas Eve with a caring and loving family 
wouldn't make him happy but it's just that there's no such family available- other than Diana, of course. Even 
though I'm not sure if she only counts as an extended family since | actively chose her. But that doesn't really 
matter, does it? After all, she's probably the closest to a real family | have. 


Fuck - this isn't supposed to be a crybaby sad story, but | just feel like writing about this today because - | 
don't even know why. Probably because | just heard Frank Sinatra's ‘In the Wee Small Hours of the Morning’ on 
the little radio | keep in my room. I'm sleepy and alone, which leaves me highly impressionable, to say the least, 


and swing has always made me melancholic. 
"In the wee small hours of the morning. That's the time you miss her most of all." 


Franky being Diana's favorite artist paired with me already missing her is a deadly mixture and basically why 
you gotta stick with me and my big sad today. Sorry, but that's just how it's gonna be sometimes. A big part 


of being a writer is being authentic, or so I'm told. | wouldn't know, I'm only writing a fucking diary. 


So, in my last entry - | think it was that one, | can't be bothered to look it up - | talked about trying to get 
my life back on track and that's pretty much what I've been doing recently. It started with me calling up Diana 
and ended with me moving back in with Corinne and Cliff after being kicked out for the whole shit | gave Kirk 
earlier this month. | apologized to two girls that day and | only know what | did wrong in one of the cases. | 
didn't even know Diana was upset with me until | called, but - oh, well. | have learned that apologizing 


precautiously to her is always a good start. 


Don't get me wrong here, I'm not saying that she's one of those ‘you should know what you did wrong! type of 
girls - not at all actually. Me not knowing what the hell | did wrong is definitely on me and not on her. She's 


older than me - seven years to be exact - but it feels like l'm more likely to already have Alzheimer's disease. 


Our age difference might seem a bit unusual, but none of us really minded. | was sick and tired of girls who 
just wanted to date me until they found a guitarist in a more successful band and she was sick and tired of 
dudes her age already wanting to start a family. So getting together, instead of forcefully trying to get 

another relationship to work, was the best idea. | can only talk about my part in this, so - let me tell you - 


you really can't just date a groupie. | can't even blame them for not settling for one dude - hell, if | was a girl, 


I'd probably be the biggest slut out there. 


Diana is the exact opposite of a groupie and that's probably why | started to fall for her in the first place. She 
liked me for me, which | still don't understand, because.. why the fuck would you? But even though | think 
Diana is a woman who has made some bad choices (all related to me), | think very highly of her. She and 


Corinne are probably the women | care for the most - just in different ways. 


Corinne and | have never been more than friends and there never will be any more than that. Although | tend 
to play her boyfriend when we're out together and Cliff doesn't tag along. It's sort of an inside joke at this 


point and it also keeps the creeps away from her - a win-win situation 


Yeah, there's not much left to say. Its about 5 am and for the first time in days, I'm back in my own room, in 
my own bed. But it feels almost like I've forgotten how to sleep in a comfortable place because | only got about 
one hour of sleep since | put my head down tonight. So, sleepy as can be, | decided to put my dumb feelings 
and thoughts to paper. I'll get ready for work in a few hours and it feels like it's already too late to lay back 
down, so l'm just writing whatever comes to mind right now. It's been a few days since my last entry too, so 


me doing this is probably for the better. 


Regarding my new workplace, there's not a lot to say. Its a seasonal job that pays minimum wage plus tips. It 
ain't much, but it's honest work, you know? So during the next few weeks, I'll be tossing Christmas trees into 
nets before strapping them to people's car roofs. 


Its simple physical labor - sure, nothing that gets you that big money but enough to buy your close friends 
something for Christmas. Just because I'm not hyped about the holidays doesn't mean that | won't get them a 
little something for sticking around with my grumpy ass. Working until Christmas Eve will leave me with 
enough money to do just that. | do this every year but it just seems like each year more and more people are 
added to the ‘gift recievers’ - and that obviously, leaves me with less money for everyone. Two years ago it 


was just Corinne and Diana, one year ago it was those two, plus Lars and James; this year it's those four, plus 


Cliff and Kirk. 


Agreed, | didn't like Kirk when we got to know each other but | feel like we're pretty close now. He might be a 
bit nerdy and sometimes | really don't get where he's coming from when he says shit out of context, but he's 
an overall nice kid. And a great teach’ for James - a lot more patient than | could ever be. Me not getting 
where he's coming from is probably the most outstanding character trait he has and it's something that | 


experienced rather recently again. 


It was the morning after he and Jay got stoned on my weed. | had just gotten off the phone with Diana when | 
suddenly ran into him on my way back into the living room. | didn't even know he was there but it seemed like 
he had been listening to a part of the phone call. For a moment, he just stared at me as if he's just seen a 


ghost. His eyes and mouth equally wide, he gave me a dumb but cute kind of facial expression 
And then he told me "I'm not gay." 


No fucking context, no build-up and also no explanation afterward because right after saying that, he quickly 
gathered his stuff and went straight home. Honestly, say what you want - but to me, that was a lie. He so 
obviously forced himself to say those words, that | now am pretty certain that Kirk is actually gay. Now that 
| think about it, I've never seen him with a girl. And the way in which he said it was weird too - almost as if 
he had to choke those words out because his mouth was to dry. | don't remember sounding this way since 


middle school maybe, back when | asked my first crush out. 


Wait. 


Oh. 


////Update//// 


So today was my first workday and it was pretty much a disaster. | really wish | was exaggerating, but 
unfortunately.. 


The day itself started off relatively good actually. After finishing my last entry, | did, in fact, catch a little 
more than an hour of sleep before getting ready for work. | took a nice, burning hot shower, had breakfast 
with Cliff who was also up for some reason and then | headed out. | ended up putting on so many layers of 
clothing that Cliff thought it was necessary to point out to me that | basically looked like a ‘ball on two sticks’. 
Seeing the pile of clothes that | just took off laying on my bed next to me, | get where he was coming from. 
But a boy gets cold really easily. 


The Christmas tree lot | work at is located in front of the entrance of a high-end supermarket, right in their 
parking lot. Its super close to my place and if it wasn't so fucking expensive, it would be super convenient to 
shop for my groceries there. But since | only have about 100 bucks total under my name, that's not really an 
option. hell, I'm sure | could decrease those 100 bucks to O or less just by going shopping there once. | mean, 


II5 per bag of Cheese Puffs? Get out. 


It would have been a waste of gas to drive there, so | walked the I0 to I5 minutes there. When | finally 
arrived, | was about 20 minutes early, which is super unlike me because l'm usually late. But for some reason, 
20 whole fucking minutes wasn't early enough for my new supervisor. | hadn't even done anything wrong at 


this point and this asshole already thought | was lazy. 


The supervisor's name is Steven and - if you weren't able to tell - | hate him. And I'd like to make it clear 
that I'm not talking about a minor dislike - this is actual hate. Steve is exactly what you'd expect a supervisor 
of a Christmas tree lot to be, which is a waste of oxygen and nothing more. I've always thought that | had an 
oversized ego but there's just no way I'm ever reaching his levels. Something he was quick to point, just in 


another context. 


When | got there, he was sitting on a camp chair, a cig dangling from the corner of his mouth, porn mag in 
hand. He looked old enough to be my dad - wrinkles, receding hairline, you name it. It wasn't until later that | 
found out he was only a few years older than me. (I hope that's what they call Karma) | approached him and 
took his attention away from that damn magazine and in response to that, he did one thing that immediately 
let me know that | would not like him. Instead of looking me in the face and greeting me like | had just greeted 
him, he looked me up and down and sighed. 


"Not another one of your kind" 
"Excuse me?" | asked, watching as he got up and looked me up and down a second time. 


Totally ignoring my question, he just continued talking. It was more like him rehearsing a monologue than us 


having a conversation. He led the way further into the lot and | - desperate for the money - tailed after him. 


"Oh, well at least you're tall. You'll package the trees while the other kid that looks like you talks to the 


customers. If | see you being lazy or pulling some shit, you're fired 


The other kid that looks like me? Hell, | probably know most guys my age in this part of town, if not by name, 
then | have at least seen them once before. And | can say with 100% accuracy, that there's no other kid that 
looks like me. Unless you're colorblind or can't tell bright orange and any other hair color apart. But that kid 
looking like me was meant in a more generic sense. Steve just meant another metalhead, but since he's never 


heard of that term probably, he just stuck to calling this kid another one of my ‘kind. 

Steve instantly not liking me and me absolutely fucking hating him isn't even the worst part about this day. No, 
| can actually appreciate a bit of hate once in a while. It's that one emotion | probably don't bottle up and - 
trust me - it's for the better. The worst part was yet to come at this point. 

We walked all the way into the lot, to the place the trees get packaged up, and Steve asked me if | had done 
this before. | was gonna tell him that | have experience and that | usually do this kind of job before Christmas, 
but he cut me off almost immediately to call for someone - for the kid that looked like me. 

"KURT!" Steve yelled loud enough for everyone in a mile radius to hear and | swear, it made my ears ring. 

"IFs Kirk, actually." a quiet voice responded. 

| turned into the direction from which that came from, my ears still ringing from the sheer volume of Steve's 
voice, only to see - well, Kirk He was just as big of a package as | was, wrapped in multiple scarfs to the point 
of unknowability. But | only needed to take one glance at those bouncy corkscrew curls to know it was him. 

Kirk (whatever his second name is) Hammett. 

Aka: The very last person | wanted to see. 

You know, I've just realized today that he has a crush on me and suddenly he works at the same place as | 
do? Probably just a coincidence, but still. | really didn't want him around me. | don't even care if he likes guys, | 
just don't want him to like me that way - that shit makes me super uncomfortable. And that's pretty much 


what it was like all day: Uncomfortable and awkward. 


| have probably never been as clumsy in my whole god damn life as | was today. And it was such a random 


thing too. 


One time | carried two trees at once and strapped them to the roof of a family wagon all by myself and 
another time, Kirk tried to help me and | just fucking dropped that one tree | was carrying. The more shit | 
dropped, the more nervous | got. I'm usually not like this - but today? My palms were sweaty, knees weak, 


arms were heavy. Not the best conditions for carrying trees. 


To make a long story short: | tried so hard to not look like | was in love that | did look exactly like that. You 
know, when you know someone likes you and you don't want to lead them on but then you get so nervous that 
you give off mixed signals? Yeah, that was me today. And | feel like Kirk, as well as anyone else who saw me 
working, noticed that there was something wrong with me. That's surely why little Kirk came up to me after 


we shut the place down for the day. 


An hour had passed since | last had to push a tree through that tube to put the net on it. No further 
customers seemed to be coming our way and Steve decided that it just wasn't worth the wait anymore. | 


didn't complain since I've been freezing my ass off while also sweating like an idiot for the past 5 to b hours. 


With my hands stuffed into my pockets and with my thick scarf on, | was ready to go home. | felt so 

disgusting because of all the sweat that another burning hot shower was due and | really couldn't wait to get 
to that. | had already walked across the parking lot and was about to take a sharp right turn into the street | 
had taken to get to work earlier when a hand grabbed my biceps and stopped me. It was Kirk, who - for some 


reason - had caught up to me. He was panting like crazy, so | knew he ran to catch me. 
"Hey, you live with Cliff again, right?" he asked and | nodded quietly. "| can walk you home then" 


| opened my mouth to protest, because - fuck, | really didn't want to spend any more time with him. But Kirk 
cut me off before | could even make a sound. 


"Makes my way only like a minute longer, don't worry." 


| didn't worry about his way getting longer at all. Honestly, | couldn't care less about that. | was worried that 
he would interpret us walking home together in the wrong way. | was also worried that he might want to do 


this every day after work now. His hand was still lingering on my biceps and | could feel myself starting to 


shake. 


| pulled my arm away and groaned a quick "Fuck off" before continuing my way. Or, actually, OUR way. At first, 
| thought he was following me, but | soon realized that the path home was pretty much the same for both of 
us, his was just longer than mine. That was why he kept walking with me after | told him to ‘fuck off, | 
understand that. What | don't get though is why Kirk insisted on trying to make conversation with me. He kept 
coming up with new conversation topics that all lasted less long than the one before since | only replied with a 
short sentence - at most. 


Pro tip: If someone doesn't want to talk to you, don't try to make them talk to you. Its that simple. 


We took a turn left and ended up in my street. Seeing the apartment complex building in the distance made me 
sigh in relief and | thought that this was it. My salvation - the security of my home. | thought nothing could 
go wrong now, but Kirk then dropped a bomb on my doorstep basically. He had reached the point where he 


introduced all his new conversation starters with a nervous chuckle and an equally awkward hand gesture. 
"So, uh. Did you see that girl who kept on calling me cute?" he tried once again 

"The one who wanted to take you home?" 

"Yeah. That was so weird. | can take a compliment, but - dude - that was almost harassment." 


He's right about this, it probably was harassment. This woman showed up and, as soon as she saw him, totally 
forgot about why she went there in the first place. She only had eyes for him and Kirk seemed flattered by 
her advances at first. But then she just casually started dropping lines like "Aw, I'd love to bathe you." or 
"You're so little." and that took it about IO steps too far. Kirk ended up being rescued by a bunch of new 
customers, who actually wanted to buy a fucking tree and who didn't just come to push their weird kinks onto 


random people. 


"Shit like this wouldn't happen to me." | said pretty much without thinking and, unfortunately, that sparked his 


interest in this conversation even more. 
"Why?" 
"Because l'm not cute." 


After that, there was some awkward silence until we reached my doorstep. | dropped my damn keys twice in a 
row before being able to push the right one into the lock. (Honestly? Fuck being clumsy.) | turned the key in 
the lock super carefully. Until this point, | had only had bad luck and | didn't want to add ‘breaking the key while 
it's in the lock’ to that list. 


My plan for Kirk was basically to groan a quick ‘Bye, Kirk before swiftly sliding into my apartment and shutting 
the door behind me. | sure wasn't going to ask him to come in. He looked like he really wanted that and that 


fact alone made me want to not be around him. Bad enough that I'll see him on the daily from now on. 
| already had my foot in the door when he said, "Well, | think you're cute." 

Bomb: Dropped. 

Kirk: Gay. 

Dave: Dumbfounded. 


He thinks l'm cute. 


| didn't know what to say. Nobody ever referred to me as ‘cute’ as far as | remember - especially not guys. 
And as much as | wanted to hate that, being complimented actually felt kind of nice. | hate to admit it but it's 


true and this morning | wrote something about authenticity, so | can't just lie about this. 


This whole thing really puts into perspective, just how love deprived | am at the moment, doesn't it? | mean, if 


| have to resort to Kirk's compliments now for that warm feeling in my chest- fuck my life. 


So this fucking day probably doesn't sound half as bad as it was. But those few hours of work today were 
pure fucking hell and you will just have to believe me on that one. From realizing Kirk has a crush on me this 
morning to meeting Steve, then to working with Kirk and having him call me ‘cute’. Yeah, today had all those 
things and | really wish it simply didn't. All those things | could usually handle - on their own, that is. But it 


was just too much at once. 


Great. Day one of 24 and l'm already exhausted and also totally done with this job. Yeah, 23 more days of this 


shitshow - | can't wait. 


(ILD Kirk Dammit 


Author's Notes: 
I'm sorry for the late update. I've been with my family during the holidays, so | barely had any time to write. 


Ill try to upload a new chapter weekly now though, so stay tuned for more! ~ 


Kirk's POV 


/N2/0\/'82// 


Before I'll even start talking about what happened yesterday, I'd like to mention that there's a cat outside my 
window and it's the cutest thing I've ever seen. | can hear those tiny paws move over the gravel and l'm 
fucking melting. | know that a black cat crossing your path is said to be a bad omen, but | really can't see this 
beautiful creature bringing me anything but joy. I'm not even that big of a cat guy, I'm more into dogs 
actually, but damn - | already love this cutie with all my heart. 


‘Cutie’ is actually quite a good keyword for what | wanted to write about and that leads me right into the 


story. What a wholesome transition 


So, yesterday, | started my part-time job at this Christmas tree lot. It was sort of a last-minute decision for 
me, since | don't actually need the money, but thought it would be nice to have a little extra cash during the 
holidays. At each and every store l'm just bombarded with gifts and other cool stuff - starting a month 
before Christmas usually - and, well.. | have absolutely no self-control whatsoever. With the excuse ‘lm 
getting this for a friend’, | start hoarding shit. None of the presents | buy will ever see another owner than 
me though. So | keep all the gifts for myself but since | need to get presents for my friends still, | always end 
up getting twice as many presents as | should. (Okay, so | do actually need the money..) 


The paycheck | get is absolutely nothing to brag about but it's all good. Minimum wage plus tips is actually 
quite acceptable for a seasonal job. And | get to work with a close friend of mine on top of that. One that | 
didn't even know was going to start working there as well until he showed up on the first day. | gotta admit 
that things have been a little complicated between us, but working with him is much better than working with 
a total stranger. It's not like I'm not an open person, it's just that |, more often than not, stick to the people | 


already know and love instead of trying to make new friends. 


If you still have no idea which friend I'm talking about after | described our relationship as ‘a little complicated’, 


Ill give you another tip: It's the one who confessed his love to me recently. 


At first, | wasn't quite happy to be around Dave for 5 to T hours every single day but really enjoy it by now. 


Yesterday, however, it was just awkward the whole fucking time. But we worked it out - quite literally. (Haha, 
funny) 


Dave wraps up the trees by pushing them through this metal tube that has a net wrapped around one end (| 
don't know a better way to describe it) and | play the perfect salesman to our customers. That actually 
turned out to be way easier than | had initially thought. | had assumed that, since I'm a bit shy with strangers 
from time to time, | would have some issues but that's not the case at all. Customers basically rip those 


trees out of my hands non-stop. 


Who would have thought that people who come to a Christmas tree lot before Christmas are intending to buy 


a Christmas tree? Not me because l'm an idiot who panics for no legitimate reason apparently. 


During those moments when no customers storm the place, Dave and | get to chat a bit and that makes the 
whole experience a lot less boring. In the beginning, he really wasn't thrilled to see me either and, honestly, | 
couldn't even blame him for it. Not after | turned him down like that. Like an idiot. God, l'm still mad at myself 
for that but | don't want to apologize either because | think that bringing the topic up again is probably the 
worst thing | can do right now. | fucked up and there's nothing | can change about that. Yet still, | wanna kick 
myself for it. 


| should change my name from Kirk Hammett to Kirk Dammitt. At least I'd be living up to my name then 


Dammit... 


| know that | told him that | wasn't interested - and | still think that l'm not - but | gotta admit that he was 
kind of cute those last two days. Dave was getting clumsy and shit, just because he was around me. It started 
small with him accidentally dropping a tree, continued with him dropping several trees at once and ended with 


him knocking about half of the pre-packaged trees over. 


How he managed to do that? To be honest, | have no idea. If | didn't know any better, | would have assumed he 


was either drunk or high as a kite. But | did know better. 


Whenever he'd drop something, he'd get embarrassed and then his face would instantly turn beet-red. That, 
combined with his red hair turned his head into something that closely resembled a giant and perfectly ripe 
tomato. | tried to suppress my giggles since | didn't want to make him feel bad about his crush on me. And, 
besides that, it was also kinda flattering in a way for me. After all, | was the one who did this to him. 


And now | walk him home from work every day while trying to convince myself that it's for convenience 
purposes only (and not because l'm just this desperate already). You know, my place is only a few streets away 
from his so it only makes sense.. right? Dave has moved back with Cliff and Corinne sometime last week and 
I'm glad he did - mostly because I'm happy that this stupid fight is finally over. The fact that we have the 


same way home now is only a less important reason here. 


On the first day, which was yesterday, it was still pretty awkward still. | tried to make at least some 


conversation with him but he really didn't seem interested in talking to me. (Look at me not being desperate at 
all here.) | tried not to be too pushy about wanting to chat a bit, but | feel like | was. Its just that.. this new 
version of him is so different from his usual grumpy self and it seemed so inviting to me that | just kept on 
talking. | mean, | would have never expected to see him blush, especially not for a dude - especially not for me. 


But there he was, surprising me - and not for the first time. 


When finally reached his doorstep and | had to suppress a giggle again. He was nervous enough to drop his keys 
twice before finally unlocking the door successfully. He had already reached his home, all he had to do now was 
to walk in and close the door. But before he could do that, | - obviously - had to ruin things again. When he 
turned to me one last time, probably to say ‘bye’, | called him ‘cute’. 


"Well, | think you're cute." - Kirk Dammitt, 1982 


Just like that. Cute. | don't even know what got into me, or why | felt like it was okay to lead him on like that, 
but | just fucking said that. Like the idiot | am. 


Dave stared at me for what felt like a solid minute. He looked absolutely dumbfounded - as if he had no idea 
what the hell to do with this new information. | could basically hear the gears rotating in his head while he 
probably thought about a way to react to what | just said. For a moment, | was convinced that he'd jump me 
- but he didn’t. He didn't react at all actually, just turned around and went inside. I'm probably just imagining 


things but in the last moment | saw his face, | could've sworn that there was a smile tugging at the corners 


of his mouth. 


| really wish there was more to this exchange for some reason. It feels.. unfinished in a way - probably 
because he didn't comment on what | said. | don't know. It feels wrong to me that our conversation ended with 


‘Well, | think you're cute.. 


Today at work, he didn't bring it up and, since he seemed to be in such a good and chatty mood, | didn't want 
to bring it up either. Dave in a really good mood is one of the rarest things one can find in nature and even 


more valuable than gold. 


All jokes aside though, | didn't want to ruin his good mood. He somehow managed to keep it all day until | 
dropped him off at the door. | don't know if he still has it but | sure hope he does. We're all going out tonight 
and a good-mooded Dave is just what this party needs. ‘We’, in this case, is the six-foot-club - aka Dave, 


James, Cliff, and Lauren - plus their girlfriends - aka Lars, Corinne, and me. 


| don't really know what we're celebrating today, the only thing that | know is that I'm already running late. 
Damn, | really hope | didn't forget about someone's birthday and am the only person who shows up with a gift 


now.. Anyways, | gotta run now. I'll update again tomorrow to report on us getting absolutely shitfaced. 


(I.2) Dave Must-have-gone-completely-nuts 


Author's Notes: 
Kirk's POV 


//12/02/'82// 


So - wow, | have so much to say. Yesterday was a fucking rollercoaster of emotions and with ‘rollercoaster’ | 


mean fast-as-fuck-with-|0-loops-that-knock-the-damn-air-outta-your-lungs kinda rollercoaster. 
| don't even know where the hell to start. Fuck, okay. Where did | leave off? 


We were planning to get shitfaced drunk was the last thing | wrote about, alright. So it turned out, | didn't miss 
anyone's birthday. (Thank God) We only went out because this bar we all frequently go to was hosting a 10s 
themed party where one could get a free drink if they came dressed up. It didn't have to be a specific 
character from the 10s, dressing up as a typical kid from that time was enough to get a drink on the house - 
for us at least. We all grew up mostly in the 10s, so nailing that awful style they called ‘fashion’ back in the 


day was not a big problem. 


Most of us still had the clothes from back then, too. T-shirts with weird patterns, bootcut jeans, belts that 
either perfectly matched the outfit or didn't match at all- you name it. 


We all didn't even look that bad if I'm being honest. But that didn't keep any of us from making jokes about 
what the others wore all evening. Lars and his girlfriend did look a little odd though. Both have been living in 
Dermark until a few years ago, so all the 10s fashion they could show off was from there. It was easy to tell 
that the designers over in Europe tried to imitate the style in a way while adding their own little twist to it. 
Dave compared what they were wearing to ‘Offbrand Coca Cola’ while the rest of us was ‘real Coca Cola’ and | 
see where he was coming from with that one. It earned a chuckle from everyone - except Lars, of course. 
Lars was quite pouty for about IO minutes after, until he finally accepted that Dave wasn't going apologize for 
that weak roast and went back to drink with the rest of us. 


In the beginning, we were all just having a good old time, drinking and chatting a bit. Even Cliff, who is usually 
the quiet type, really opened up and | had some really nice conversations with him as well. | really like The 
Misfits, so after | complimented his tattoo, we started talking about them and other bands that we liked. Cliff, 
to me at least, seems like a punk at heart who just loves melody and rhythm too much to actually play punk 
And that makes Metallica the perfect band for him - he can play rough and fast while not fully dropping 
melody and rhythm. 


It probably sounds a bit odd to call a thrash metal band ‘melodic’ of all things, but if you compare it to pure 


TOs punk..? | mean, it's more than clear that there are some major influences from that movement but - 


without trying to insult anyone - most of us can actually play their instruments. 


Its a bit of a controversial opinion, | know that now. But | didn't know that until yesterday when Dave almost 
slapped me for saying it. Dave, who, by the way, is the true punk at heart. | was surprised when he didn't roll 
up in combat boots and ripped clothes that were only held together by safety-pins. He looked more normal 
than ever, which was the exact opposite of what all of us had expected. I'd have to lie if | said that | wasn't a 


bit disappointed, although he definitely still looked good. 


Last night, everything was just fun and games. We were having a good time - the music was nice, nobody IDed 
us, drinks were pretty cheap. The good time ended, however, when some fucking jock tried to start a fight with 
me. Of all the people in this bar, he picked me. I'm a pacifist. | don't pick fights, I'm against the whole concept of 
that, actually and | try to avoid them at all cost. That didn't work with this guy though. 


| hadn't even done anything to him, except stumble over his leg on my way to the restroom. He was sitting in 
a booth with his buds and had one leg sticking out straight to the side. | was already a bit drunk at the time 

and didn't even notice his leg until | fell over it. | would have crashed face-first into the floor if it hadn't been 
for my cat-like reflexes. Or at least they seemed cat-like to my drunk ass. Everyone else was probably looking 


at me like ‘What the hell is dude stumbling around for. 


| pulled myself up on the back of his seat and then just tried to shrug it off. Sure, | was mad at this idiot for 
leaving his leg in the way but, like | said, | don't pick fights. | babbled something that was supposed to be an 
"IFs alright, dude" and moved on with it. This asshole, however, didn't move on with it. He fucking grabbed my 
arm and yanked me back to him. He had gotten out of the booth by then and- God, he was tall. 


"Nothing is alright, DUDE" he basically spat at me before he pushed me against the bar. 


You know how it feels when you're drunk and you're body gets super limb and you don't really feel pain as 


much? And it's not until the next day that you discover bruises from where you accidentally ran into things? 


Yeah, that didn't happen to me. Because that shit fucking hurt. 


| hadn't done a single thing to this guy, l'd never even seen him before this. And, if anything, it was his fault 
that | fell over his leg and not mine. Yet still, | apologized And you wanna know why? Because | was about to 
piss myself. Me already needing to use the bathroom, paired with him being strong and intimidating really 
pushed me to the edge. l'm actually still surprised that | didn't piss myself right then and there. 


Yeah, to shorten things: My apology wasn't accepted. It was clear that this dude had been looking for trouble 


and had finally found the perfect opponent, or rather victim, for that. | glanced over to my friends who were 
- How else could it be? - at the other end of the bar. As far away from me as possible. Tough fucking luck. 


"Hey, listen-", | started but this guy just cut me off before | could even begin to reason with him. 


"Don't tell me what to do, dipshit." 


"S-Sorry!", | apologized again, like the coward | am. "l. just.. Just leave it, okay? Please, I'll buy you a drink and 
we just forget about this." 


This sounded really reasonable to me at the time. It was a way to basically pay to get out of this - a win-win 
situation, if you will. To him, however, that must've sounded like an insult because he instantly started yelling 


at me again. 


"You think lm poor? You think | can't buy my own fucking beer, you little cunt?!” 


He looked like he was about to throw a punch at me, when - out of nowhere - someone slipped in between us, 
shielding me from him. It took my drunk brain a bit to recognize the person - but | feel like | should've 


recognized that flaming red hair a lot quicker than | did. 


Dave didn't exactly look like the knight in shining armor | saw him as in that moment but l'm not your typical 
fairytale princess either, so that was alright. Honestly, | didn't even care what he looked like. He could've been 
butt ass naked and painted neon pink and | would've been happy to see him. Because he fucking saved my poor 


Oss. 


He put a hand on this guy's shoulder, as if to calm him down, but that only made him rage more. When he 
started to speak, his voice was so disgustingly sweet that | already saw type two diabetes coming our way. It 
wasn't his trademark sweet-talking, not the one he'd usually use to get himself out of the deep shit he got 
himself into. It was more like he was trying to get this guy to absolutely hate him. 


"Hey, hey. The kid offered you a drink", he said. "No need to react like he called your mom a big, fat whore." 


And that is where the conversation ended. After Dave had finished talking, the guy just punched him straight 
across the face - or he tried. | couldn't see it from where | was standing but he must've missed him. Dave 
then jolted forward, grabbed him by the hips and crashed the both of them into the table this guy's buds 
were still sitting at. The table instantly gave in and the two of them fell to the floor together. 


They instantly began to wrestle with one another and the whole thing was so fast that | wasn't even able to 
tell them apart for most of the time. | was already starting to get worried that Dave might have 
overestimated his powers and now was getting the shit beaten out of him because of me. Luckily, that wasn't 


the case. When they finally came to a halt, he was on top and was, more or less, feeding the guy his fist. 


It was just so bizarre to look at. The same guy who had been looking for trouble only a few minutes earlier 
was now desperately trying to cover his face from the punches that kept raining down on him. So, in a way, 


trouble had found him. Tough luck. 


When Dave got up, everyone around watching thought that this was it. The dude looked absolutely beat and his 
friends were already starting to pick him up from the floor. They looked like they just wanted to get the hell 
out of there. None of them seemed like they were going to start some more shit - if anything, they were just 


totally shocked by how this whole thing escalated so quickly. And honestly, | felt them. 


But for Dave, this all wasn't enough yet. He's always been this ‘go big or go home' kind of guy, so instead of 
being satisfied that everything ended as quick as it started, he broke this guy's leg. 


He. Broke. His. Leg. 


(Please imagine me making frantic hand gestures as | say this.) 


| will never ever forget that nerve-wracking sound of the bone breaking. And then the guy screaming on the 


top of his lungs. God, it still makes me shake uncomfortably just thinking about this. 


But the worst thing about this is.. | didn't feel sorry for the guy. Instead, | admired Dave in his bloodlust. 
Because that's what that was - bloodlust. There was not a single reason to take the action that he took, it 
was only to satisfy something | don't even want to think about. 


Dave Mustaine? More like Dave Must-have-gone-completely-nuts, am | right? (Wow, | should be a comedian) 


| still consider myself a pacifist which means that | didn't condone this at all. | mean, | was happy that him 
getting into a fight with this guy spared me from it. But | still don't feel like any of his actions had been 
reasonable at all. Did | still admire how easy he made this look? And how he so boldly stepped in to help me? 
Yes. Absolutely fucking yes. 


Everything was just so fucking overwhelming - Dave was so fucking overwhelming. 


At least overwhelming enough that | forgot that | still had to pee until it was almost too late. | rushed into the 
bathroom and locked myself in one of the stalls to - well - do my business. And to calm the fuck down. Maybe 
| was overreacting a bit, I'll admit that. But this whole situation got me real good. Nothing had even happened 
to me personally but | was in pure fucking shock just from what | had seen. | was so out of it, that | didn't 


even feel drunk anymore. It was as if the cracking of that bone made me sober in an instant. 


Once | left that dirty restroom again, my only objective was to find my friends - or at least one of ‘em - and 
get the hell out of there. I've never been involved in a bar fight, so | didn't know if the police might have been 
called. | just thought it was very likely and | definitely didn't want a run-in with the law. Mostly because 
everyone of us - excluding Dave - is still underage and we'd be in a hell lot of trouble if the cops found us all 
drunk at a bar. | didn't worry too much about Dave getting arrested though, for some reason. | thought that, 
since he didn't start the fight, no actions could be taken against him. Oh boy, was | wrong. 


When | finally found him, more hanging than sitting on a barstool, James was already yelling at him. Up until 
that point, | thought that | might have been overreacting but seeing James yell incoherently at Dave quickly 


changed the standards for what counts as ‘overreacting’. 


And Dave? He wasn't even bothered by any of this. He was as cool as can be - didn't even seem frightened by 


the idea of getting arrested. And the only thing he said to us was, 
"Damn, this beer sure tastes an awful lot like blood. What fucking brand is this?". 


Until then, | had been so distracted by James' incoherent yelling that | hadn't even noticed that Dave's nose 
was basically flooding the lower part of his face with blood. You know, the last time | saw something bleeding 
this hard was when | decided to push my hand into a shard of glass and, although | wasn't directly affected 


this time, the effect on me was the same in both situations. 


"He's gonna die!" 


, is what | kept saying over and over again but none of them really seemed to listen to me. By that time, 
James had grabbed Dave by the collar and had simply dragged him outside. This is where his panic quickly 
turned into pure anger. Because - for whatever reason - Dave didn't want to go. He wasn't verbally resisting 
or anything and | didn't seem like he wanted to stay in this bar so badly either. But somehow James couldn't 
get him to just walk on his fucking own. 


Me mumbling "He's gonna die" again and again didn't really help calm James down either. At one point, he shot a 
glare at me that was so intense that | finally shut up. Not because | was no longer convinced that Dave was 
going to die of blood loss within the next hour but because James looked like he was going to punch me if | 
didn't stop. And l'm all for avoiding a fight, as you surely know by now. 


We decided that we'd go to my place since it was the closest to the bar and, with how difficult Dave was 
being, we couldn't have walked much further than that anyways. We finally reached my apartment after what 
felt like an hour and James pushed Dave inside. Then he turned to me. | held the door open for him but he 
only waited until Dave had stumbled and fallen onto my couch before he said, 


"He's your problem now. Night!". 


His tone was so fucking biting that | didn't even think about arguing with him. It was the most out of 
character James has ever been but after | watched Dave literally break someone's leg the same night, | 
wasn't going to question it. There was nothing that could still surprise me. Or so | thought. 


Once James had left - after deliberately flipping the both of us off, | might add - | started pacing around my 
apartment, looking for.. | don't even know what exactly | was looking for. You can't bandage a bleeding nose, 
right? And there's some people who say you should just put your head back while others tell you the exact 
opposite - To make a long story short: | was stressed. Dave, on the other hand - totally chill. Just went to the 
bathroom, cleaned himself up and then sat on the couch to watch me continue to run around in panic. He had 
stuffed some rolled up tissues into his nose and that ultimately stopped the blood from running out. And 
eventually, he stopped bleeding altogether. Simple, right? Yet my panicking ass didn't think of that. 


"Just sit the fuck down, Kirk" he finally chuckled, patting the cushions next to him. 


| was - | was happy that he was taken care of but still a bit pissed about the fact that he still let me panic 
for approximately 10 to I5 more minutes when literally everything was fine. That just wasn’t necessary, you 
know? Who would have thought that my knight in shining armor was a little sadist? Not me but - hell, you 


can't always get what you want. 


| sat down on the couch next to him and he gave me a reassuring smile as somewhat of a peaceoffering. It 
was a little wider than usual and it looked more genuine too. | finally calmed down a bit when | saw that he was 
actually doing well and wasn't going to die - like | had predicted earlier. My newfound inner calm quickly 
abandoned me again though, when Dave leaned in a bit and simply asked, "So?". 


| looked at him in confusion for a moment. So what? He gave me that expecting look as if he wanted me to do 
or say something now and | just sat there staring at him like the idiot | am. Obviously, he wanted a ‘thank you' 
or wanted me to at least acknowledge what he did for me because that was kind of a big thing. And, fuck, he 
was even ready to get arrested for that - for me. How was | supposed to thank him for that? How was | 
supposed to fucking react? | sure as heck wasn't going to take the route James picked and yell at him. But | 
didn't know how to properly thank him either. So | just said, 


"Why did you do that? You could've gotten yourself in big trouble!" 

Dave just rolled his eyes at that and for a second, | was 100% certain he'd go full macho-mode with his 
response. | highly expected some cheap-ass line like ‘| am trouble, kid’ or ‘As if the coppers could've caught me 
haha‘. But he didn't say anything like that. Instead, he said in his nasally, soft voice, 

"l'm overprotective of the people | love." 


Wow, right? That came unexpectedly. | mean, I've always seen Dave as kind of an emotional guy, just not in the 


general sense. If you count anger and nihilism as emotions though.. Who am | kidding? He has a temper - but 


that makes him an emotional person by my standards. Still, | didn't expect this lovey-dovey stuff from him. Or 
should | say ‘Lovey-Davey'? (Haha Funny, Kirk) 


What I'm trying to say is: He hadn't expressed his feelings since he first told me that he loved me and | wasn't 
going to fuck things up like the first time. | wasn't going to go all ‘Uhhhhhhhhhh’ on him again and then choke 
out that I'm not gay. Mostly because, well.. | was feeling kinda gay at that moment. I'm not saying that that's a 
bad thing, it was just new and overwhelming. But the little alcohol that was still in my bloodstream made me 
bold so, after he said that, | just leaned forward and kissed him. 


| still can't believe | had the courage to do that but | did it. | fucking kissed him. 


And it was the sweetest thing ever. Not hot or rough or super passionate. It was exactly like you'd imagine a 
first kiss. Gentle, with a whole lot of nervousness and fear that the other person wasn't going to kiss back 
Which was, fortunately, not the case with Dave. Because, after the initial shock had worn off, he kissed me 
back just as gently. And, let me tell you, | melted into that kiss. His lips were so plush and soft that | was 
honestly so sad when they left me again. 


I've kissed before, obviously, just never another guy. And this? Never before in my life have | been so deeply 
satisfied while, at the same time, being so hungry for more. It was such an odd feeling that didn't leave me all 
night until | finally fell asleep. Dave had sent me to bed right after we broke apart and, honestly, | needed some 
good sleep after a night like this. 


When | woke up this midday, | noticed something that truly surprised me. That contradicting feeling of 
satisfaction and hunger.. it hadn't left me and it still hasn't. Yesterday, as | was still lying awake, | thought that 
maybe it was a mix of all the emotions, the alcohol and then the kiss. But I'm perfectly sober now and it's stil 
there. And Dave is still here too, snoring like a damn sawmill in my living-room. He looks so cute when he's 
sleeping and he does that in such a dorky way. Even on my comfy couch, he didn't end up sleeping in a normal 


sleeping position. | wonder if he sleeps in his bed like this too. Oh, well. Maybe I'll ask him when he wakes up. 


(12) Bingo 


Author's Notes: 
Dave's POV 


//12/01/82// 


So, okay. | don't really know how to start this. | know, I've disappeared for a few days and haven't really written 
at all but | got a pretty good excuse. In the past few days, | have been trying to sort my thoughts and make 
my mind up about something. And | did that with little to no success. (Yay mel) 


To make a long story short here: Kirk kissed me. And | kissed him back. 


And since then I've been struggling a bit because.. well, because until then, | was pretty convinced | wasn't bi. 
Up until the moment in which he kissed me, I've always considered myself more of a ‘bye-sexual. You know, 


because | usually leave before | catch feelings. But now? 


A little backstory as to how this happened. We all went out as a group to get drunk and sometime during that 
night, Kirk got into a fight. Or was rather forced into one. | mean, that kid wouldn't hurt a fly - fucking 
vegetarian hippie. He apparently stumbled over some dude's leg and things became dirty from that point on. | 
can't really say much more about how it all started because | wasn't there yet. | came into the picture 


shortly after though, when that guy forcefully shoved little Kirk against the bar and started to yell at him. 


And Kirk? Well, Kirk looked like he was about to wet his pants. Poor kid had no freaking idea how to defend 
himself so, naturally, | stepped in l'm overprotective of the people | love and, by that time, | considered Kirk a 
close friend of mine. Besides, I've been in a shitty mood almost the whole evening and finding someone to let 
my anger out on was like a gift from the heavens. Call me violent, | don't care. That dude started it so he 
deserved it. He started it with someone completely innocent too, so fuck him honestly. | got him pretty good 
and - even though | didn't admit it - he got me pretty good as well. 


While his friends carried him out of the bar, | found a chair and flopped onto it, unable to stand on my own 
anymore. Little stamina, lots of alcohol, paired with the punches | took while we were wrestling on the floor 
made for an especially bad cocktail. At one point during our fight, this dude had delivered a nice, hard headbutt 
to my face and for about I0 minutes, | was completely convinced that my nose had gone to shreds. 


Fortunately, that wasn't the case - still bled like a motherfucker though. 


James quickly came my way and soon, Kirk joined us too. Looking back, | can proudly say that it was for the 


better that | didn’t tell them how shitty | felt. Because, even without knowing that, the two of them fucking 
panicked. And when | say panicked, | mean PANICKED (in all caps). Dictionaries should just feature a picture of 
those two knuckleheads now, instead of giving a proper definition for the words ‘panic’ and ‘overreaction’. 


Serves the same purpose and makes for way fewer words. 


Oh, you wanna know what they did? Well, James was yelling at me incoherently while dragging me outside and 
Kirk was just saying ‘He's gonna die' over and over again. He really thought | was going to die from a bloody 


nose. 


Eventually, James got tired of this whole situation - (Who can blame him?) - and told Kirk | was his problem 
now. And that's how | ended up in Kirk's apartment - where the panic continued. He was running around, looking 
for something and | watched him do that for a while after | took care of my nose. But that quickly became 
boring. Besides, it was absolutely pointless because he was looking for a first-aid-kit, even though | had already 
taken care of the issue. So | told him to just calm the fuck down and sit with me on the couch. And after we 


exchanged some words, he leaned in and kissed me. 


But that isn't even the worst part. The worst part is that | kissed him back. And | liked it, like the faggot | 


apparently am now. If you're surprised, just imagine how surprised | was. 


So now you know why I've been struggling with my thoughts quite the bit recently. | mean, you don't find out 
you've been running around without even knowing who you really are every day, right? It's like a one-time 
thing that just hits you in the face and you can't even tell anyone about it because they'll just make fun of 
you. So you just beat around the bush when you're trying to talk about it because you still want help but you 
don't want anyone to know.. Or at least thats what | did. 


Are we playing bingo with mental problems yet? Because | think | just got fucking bingo. 


| mean, how the hell do you even approach this topic? Do | just walk up to one of my friends and say ‘So, | 
think | like guys now because a boy kissed me and | kinda liked it but I'm not sure yet? Please help:? | can't 
just do that. Maybe if | had different friends but not with the ones | have. Let me elaborate on why | can't tell 
any of them: 


Lars is a fucking gossip queen - and | mean that in the worst way possible. If you want to spread a rumor 


though, he's your man - so at least he's good for something. 


James is only waiting for me to tell him some shit like this so he can blackmail me with it. We're best friends 


and | love him but we're too alike - which means he can't be trusted. 


Cliff is wise as all fuck but he's not really the guy who helps you solve your problems. Instead, he'll get 
philosophical about them, which is considerably worse than not helping at all. | recently asked him how he deals 


with his problems and he said that he doesn't, otherwise he wouldn't have any. And, even though that's some 
good food for thought, that didn't help me at all. 


Corinne knows me so well that she'll definitely think that l'm just pranking her so she wouldn't even take me 
seriously. If she would take me seriously though, she'd probably be a good person to talk to, not gonna lie. 


Although | have the feeling that she'd tease me about how cute that is and - urgh, no thanks. 


And, last but not least, Diana. | don't think | need to do a whole lot of explaining here. It should be rather self- 
explanatory why talking about my newfound interest in men with her is a bad idea - seeing that she is my 


fiance, of course. 


You may have noticed that | left out two people whom I've mentioned before in my journal entries. But don't 
worry, I'm getting there. | didn't forget them, | left them out on purpose though. I'll go through them one by 


one too. 


Kirk. | can't really talk about this with him, simply because me telling him that I'm unsure about whether | like 
him might hurt the kid And that's the last thing | want now - to cause more damage. | already fucked things 
up enough by kissing him back and therefore getting his hopes up. 


| haven't seen him since the day after the kiss either. ‘But, Dave! Weren't you working together? Nope, not 
anymore. Because we didn't get up on time that day and that asshole Steve fired us, just as promised. 


Merry freaking Christmas. Can't wait to roll up without any presents on Christmas because Kirk and | didn't 


get up in time to go to work. 


Anyway, let's go on to Leslie - the first and (since then) only person | brought this up to. As soon as | had 
left Kirk's place after staying the night, | went to her. Something about me struggling with my sexuality awoke 
the urge to sleep with a girl. Call it a desperate attempt to prove those gay thoughts wrong, | guess. 


For the time we did it, it actually worked quite well. It was just that as soon as we were done, my thoughts 
went back to Kirk. | mean, how pathetic is that? Leslie was laying next to me, completely naked with her boobs 
covered in my--- you get the image. She was smoking hot and snuggling up to me and what was | doing? | was 
thinking about the guy that kissed me the night before. | just couldn't get the image of Kirk's cute little face 
out of my head. And since Leslie doesn't know any of my other friends, meaning she couldn't possibly tell them 
about it, | brought it up. 


That didn't help at all though. Because.. she seemed kinda into it? Like me telling her | kissed a guy was more of 
a turn-on for her than a serious topic. So, instead of talking about this struggle that l'm having, she asked if 
that boy was cute. And when | told her that "Yeah, he's pretty cute", she asked me if | could bring him with 
me the next time. You know, whenever | visit Leslie, we fuck. So | highly doubt that she had any innocent 


intentions when she asked me to bring Kirk over next time. 


Okay, so | think this is the point where | have to admit that I've done what Leslie is asking before. And the fact 
that | know the other guy doesn't really bother me that much. | mean, fuck. Last time | had a threesome and 
only one party was a girl, it was James and me sharing some chick we met after one of our shows. But - and 
that's a big but -what bothers me is that its Kirk Obviously, l'm not going to do it - and not only because l'm 
highkey scared that I'll enjoy his presence more than Leslie's. No, | won't do it because Kirk is such an innocent 


fellow. 


He needs protection, not sex with two people at the same time. 


And for some odd reason, | feel the need to protect this kid. This 20-year-old kid that has his own apartment, 
pays taxes and is even allowed to vote. So maybe that nickname isn't that fitting. It's just that Kirk is so small 


and fragile and that makes me want to hug him and take care of him. 


Wow, look at me. Gay as a rainbow. Fucking hell. 


/\2/08/'82// 


Update: I'm totally fucked. 


Guess who knocked on my door and then jumped into my arms when | opened it? Guess who told me we'd 


celebrate Christmas together, only to show up two weeks early? Guess who Kirk is going to hate? 
That's right: Diana. Love of my life, woman of my dreams.. or nightmares. 


Its not that l'm unhappy that she's here, it's just.. She really showed up in the worst possible moment, didn't 
she? Unannounced even because she didn't want to ruin the surprise for me. And - oh boy - was | surprised. | 
actually reached heart attack levels of surprise when | opened the door and she was there with her suitcase, 


smiling from ear to ear. 


As l'm writing this, she's making space in my closet for her clothes. Her suitcase is fucking huge, so it seems 
like she'll stay for a while. And, usually, this would make me so damn happy. | mean, | missed her - | really did. 
But now I'm scared she'll notice that something is up. You can hide almost everything when you're just talking 


on the phone but there's only so little that you can hide when you're with someone in person. Especially when 


this person has known you for as long as Diana knows me. 


| don't know if I've mentioned this before but we started dating when | was IT. That's four years ago. That's a 
long-ass time to get to know someone, you know? And | can confidently say that Diana knows me - which is 


part of the reason l'm surprised she's still with me. 
But I'm the last person to complain - usually, that is. Because, as | said, this is the worst possible moment for 


her to show up. | mean, we're engaged and that normally means that we're going to get married one day. So 


Diana showing up, right as my gay panic peaks, is just horrible timing Or maybe it isn't.. 


Maybe she's just what | needed right now. 


As bad as this may sound, she's always been sort of an anchor for me. She doesn't keep me from chasing my 
dreams but she makes sure | always stay realistic and still have a backup plan when things go wrong. She 
knows that I'm a jackass. More specifically, the type who would run face-first into a wall if she didn't remind 


me of the consequences. 


So maybe Diana being here is actually a blessing. 


I'm just happy that | don't have to spend another night alone with my thoughts. And, even though | won't tell 
her about them, it's good that she is sleeping next to me tonight. It's good that someone is sleeping next to me 
Tonight, generally. 


| wonder if Kirk feels alone in his bed too. And | also wonder if I'll ever fill that spot next to him.. 


Anyway, good night. 


(13) The Prince 


Author's Notes: 
Dave's POV 


//12/12/'82// 


Last night was the first night Diana has ever seen me play live on stage with Metallica. She has never been 
into metal or rock at all so the only nice word she found to describe our performance was ‘energetic’. Knowing 
that our music tastes are so different from one another, I'll just take that as a compliment. Because, honestly, 
we were being pretty energetic. The crowd was more responsive than ever, there were no slip-ups and 
everything generally went down perfectly smooth. Heck, not even Lars messed up once and that's a big win in 


my book. 


After we ended the show with ‘The Prince’, the one Diamond Head song we usually cover at the end of our 
shows, we threw away our picks and drumsticks, signed some setlists and got the hell off of that stage. After 
thrashing the place for almost an hour, keeping the crowd hyped up while still playing like an ‘energetic’ 
madman, | was fucking drenched in sweat. On any other day, | would have done the same everyone else did and 


just party the rest of the night without bothering to take a shower first but | don't think that Diana would 
have appreciated that all too much. 


So while the others already stormed the venue we were playing at, | stayed backstage and took a quick shower. 
| felt a lot better after that and soon joined everyone with that comfort only a hot shower and fresh, clean 
clothes can give you. That quick shower, as good as it made me feel at the moment, turned out to be the one 


big mistake | made last night - for several reasons. 


When | reached the guys, they fucking stank. They smelt exactly how you'd imagine a bunch of teenage boys 
to smell like after they just worked out for an hour. I've never noticed it being this bad before but, as | said, 
I'm usually not the freshly showered friend so | probably never smelt it before because | was just one with 


their stench. Knowing this, | feel like | should apologize to each and every groupie | ever touched after a show. 


(Note to self: Take them to the shower with you - killing two birds with one stone that way.) 


But | digress. The second and main reason my shower was the worst decision | made that night, is the fact 
that | left Diana alone for too long. That probably sounds a bit stupid knowing that she's a 28-year-old woman, 
a grown-ass adult, who can definitely look after herself but hear me out for a second. You need to take into 


consideration that this venue we played at is pretty standard for us. That means that it features the 


standard equipment, aka speakers, microphones.. groupies. And | wasn't really scared that Diana might get to 


know the speakers or microphones because | tend to not put my dick anywhere near that - same doesn't go 


for groupies though. 


So, in a sense, | was lucky. Diana didn't run into anyone | ever had any backstage action with, thank God. But 
she ran into Kirk, which was considerably worse. They seemed to have had a casual conversation with one 
another until | showed up. When she saw me, she shouted, "There you are, Davey", before turning back to Kirk 
to explain, "See? Thats my fiance | told you about." 


And that was the exact same moment Kirk's face dropped. He had been smiling brightly before and had talked 
to her with the same enthusiasm and interest he always puts into his conversations. Being the polite boy he is, 
he had probably asked her why she was there or if she was waiting for someone. After all, Diana did look 
really out of place there. Surrounded by a bunch of teen metalheads, she looked more like some kid's 


chaperone than someone who came to see the show. 


The ‘fiance’ she told him about was me, obviously. And somehow they didn't figure out that they both know 
me throughout that whole conversation they had. 


| came up to them and Diana wrapped her arms around me before | could even say ‘hit to Kirk Not that would 
have mattered. | don't think he would have reacted either way. He was just staring at me as if someone had 
just smacked him straight across the face, not even bothering to pick his face up from the floor. At first, he 
just looked incredibly shocked but as soon as his brain had comprehended just what he was witnessing, he 


simply looked hurt. 


And | blame myself for that. For the first time, probably the first time in my life, | truly blame myself for 
someone else's suffering. If | had been there right after the gig ended and not a good I5 minutes later, | might 
have been able to swiftly remove Diana from Kirk's environment before he even became aware of her 
existence. But no, | had to impress her by changing into some nice, fresh new clothes and ultimately ruined the 


entire night for him in the process. 


Talking about trying to impress someone, Kirk seemed to me as if he had dressed to impress his love interest 
as well. He didn't go too out of his way, no suit or anything too fancy. He just wore a nicely fitting white shirt 
instead of his usual washed-out band tees. The only difference between us was that | dressed to impress 
someone | already had a relationship with, while Kirk.. came to impress me, basically. If me just assuming that 
makes me sound like an egomaniac ass to you, then you have a pretty good idea of who | am by now - 
congratulations. As a prize, you'll receive 10 Dave-points in the mail that you can't do anything with and that 
are nothing but a waste of fucking paper. Cool, huh? 


Anyway, the evening progressed exhaustingly slow. My initial plan had been to offer Diana some ‘alone time' and 


then get the hell out of there before things escalated. But that didn't quite work out because once James and 
Lars heard about our relationship status, they wouldn't let us go. James, the same guy who always said that 
my fiance was the one fictional character he'd want to fuck the most, was now trapping us in a conversation - 
great. If you're interested in why he got the horniest for her in the category ‘fictional character’ - Well, 
James never believed that she existed | used to talk about her way more when we were all living in LA. still 
and she and | were sharing a home. James somehow never got to see her and after we all moved to the Bay, 
Diana became my ‘girlfriend from another school’. Meaning that nobody believed that she was even real, she 
was just that girl | made up to impress everyone but nobody ever got to see in person. Until yesterday that 
is. 


| kept nudging her, asking if she would like to leave soon but the undivided attention both James and Lars were 
giving her seemed too good to just give up. If she's so desperate that those two punks sufficed to keep her 
entertained, then.. Hell, that's another thing that's on me. You know what? I'm going full self-aware in this 


entry today. Fuck pretending like | do everything right, honestly. Time to admit to failure. 


Tonight, presenting live: Dave finally admitting to failure! 
With special guest: Sarcasm. Only tonight at your local bar; 800 $ in advance, 10.00 $ at the door. A show 


you don't wanna miss. 


And there goes my line of thought- fucking lost it. | had a nice transition in mind from stinking James and Lars 
interrogating Diana to drunk Kirk suddenly clinging to me but it's gone now. And all because | had to make that 
joke that was not even funny. God, why am | so harsh on myself tonight? Some retard probably chuckled at 
that joke so it can't be all too bad.. 


Anyway, by the time | saw Kirk again, he had gotten absolutely shitfaced. It couldn't have been more than an 
hour since he had excused himself and left to ‘go for a smoke’. | never believed he was actually going to go 
and have a smoke outside because, l. it's freezing cold out, 2. smoking isn't prohibited inside the venue and, 
besides all that, 3. Kirk doesn't even smoke. | hadn't said anything though and assumed that he simply needed 


some time alone and, in a sense, that was quite true. 


When he reached the corner we had gathered in and flopped onto the couch next to me, he seemed like he had 
spent the past hour looking for satisfaction at the bottom of a bottle. And | would have to lie if | said that | 
can't heavily relate to that. He took one glance at my hand that was firmly holding Diana's as she chatted with 


Lars and James, before leaning his tired body against me. 


Honestly, at first, | thought he was going to punch me.. or her. But he wasn't angry, he was just sad and 
desperate for some love. And | swear to God, if it wouldn't have been for Diana, | would have taken him home 


to care for him. 


Where that sudden change of mind comes from? | don't know honestly. 


| just felt incredibly sorry for him and wanted him to feel better. Not because I'm suddenly some saint but 
because a sad Kirk is probably the worst thing I've ever had to sit through. He was so extremely close all the 
time, way too close for a public setting, and barely even talked. All he was doing was to sit there, one arm 
wrapped around his bottle, the other around my arm. He looked absolutely miserable and for a good part of 
the night, | thought that | had fucking broken him. 


Kirk had always been such a happy kid and even when he wasn't, he wasn't like that. Hell, not even | ever look 
this miserable, or so | hope, and | get depressed all the fucking time when I'm drunk. Depressed or angry, that 
is. | never really have fun like most people when they drink and | definitely didn't have any fun yesterday. 


| was, however, relieved when Kirk finally spoke up. After Diana had asked what ‘his deal' was, snuggling up to 
me like that and James and | had both said, "He's a clingy drunk" at the same time, Kirk had only gotten closer. 
| still cant figure out why James came up with the same excuse as | did or why he even felt like making an 


excuse at that point but | appreciated it. Maybe James felt as bad for the kid as | did, even though he didn't 


have a clue what was up. | guess he's just a supportive friend no matter the context. 


At one point, Kirk let go of my arm, only to wrap it around his shoulders though. And | let him. Sure, this 
must've looked pretty odd to anyone walking by, but fuck that. Kirk needed this and maybe, just maybe, | did 
too. That's probably why | didn't flinch away when he started to rub his nose against my neck. It was a weird 
thing for him to do but it also didn't seem like he was doing it on purpose. Sometime during the night, his 
conscious brain must've given up on trying to resist the effects of all that alcohol and just left him to be 
absolutely braindead. Or that's what | thought. Kirk proved that theory wrong once Diana had gone off to the 


bathroom, leaving us alone on the couch. 


He stretched his neck so that his words could reach my ear without him having to speak up too loudly. Then, 


with the clearest voice I've ever heard him use, he said, "I think | love you, Dave." 


| remember just freezing for a moment, unable to think of a single appropriate reaction to this. Until | finally 


started to chuckle nervously and told him, "You're just drunk, Kirk" 


In response to that, he raised his hand and put his index finger and thumb together very closely, gesturing to 
me that he was only ‘a bit drunk. Which was probably the understatement of the century. Still, the thought of 
Kirk telling me this while not being completely shitfaced, made my face turn hot. I'm sure that, if the place 
hadn't been so badly lit, everyone would have seen that bright red blush on my face. 


Not very manly of me, | know, but why would | care? I'm slowly falling for a dude right now and | feel like 

that's significantly worse. Although l'm letting all this happen. | mean, | could have pushed Kirk away at any 
time, not just last night. But | never did. Maybe with words and misunderstood actions but never physically. 
And | feel like if | did, things would have never come this far. 


Do | regret not having shoved him away though? No, not really. | actually love having him around. He's so small 
and helpless sometimes and the tiny, overprotective Dave in me is extremely into that. And, sure, | could get 


the same out of basically every younger chick but it's not the same, honestly. 


Do you know how hard it is to find someone who shares the same interests as you and likes you for who you 
are? Pretty fucking hard. | mean, | pretty much settled for a woman who only meets one of those 
requirements. While as Kirk.. 


I've thought about this a lot in the past days. Obviously, I've been struggling quite a bit in the beginning but 
can you blame me? Finding out that you're entirely different from how you thought you were is, in fact, kind 
of off-putting. But now that I've had a couple of days and sleepless nights to ponder, | feel like it's the best to 
just let this all happen. Experiment a bit, you know? | don't wanna end up as one of those old dudes that is 
married with kids but secretly watches gay porn all the time because he doesn't know how else to cope with 
his love for dick. 


For the record, I'm not saying that | love dick. 


All I'm trying to say that it's probably best to try things out when you're still young. | mean, who wants to 
end up being old and sad? Being one of those things sucks enough by itself, right? 


Anyway, back to the story. There is not much left to say about the aftershow-party, if one could even call it 
that. It must have been around four, maybe five am when we finally all decided to head home. Lars and James 
shared a cab while Diana took charge and drove Kirk and me home. Both of us had sobered up a bit by that 

time but it really wasn't enough for any of us to drive safely. Diana, however, only had a beer, | think. So she 
had to be the one to get frustrated about Kirk's terrible navigation skills and not me. It took us more than 20 
minutes to find the goddamn place that ended up being so close that Kirk probably would have been better off 


walking. 


She parked the car in front of his small place and Kirk and | both got out. After a day like this, the least | 
could do was walk him to the door to properly say goodbye. That wasn't what | ended up saying though. What | 
did say, was this, 


"Listen, I'm sorry. I'd love to just get in there with you now and make sure you're getting better but-" 
That's when he cut me off. Not with his words but by simply pulling me into a hug. He was surely just trying 
to glare at Diana over my shoulder and somehow found a way that would simultaneously shut me up too. 


Smart kid. 


He pulled away before things got awkward again and looked up at me. There was only a hint of a smile on his 


face but, after he was so incredibly sad all day, a slight smile was more than | had expected. For a second, | 
thought he was going to tell me about his feelings again but he didn't do anything like that. Instead, he chuckled 
lightly and said, "You're such a dick, Dave." before disappearing in his apartment. 


Agreed, | am a dick. But | still wonder why he said it in that tone. He didn't sound pissed, not like you'd imagine 


someone to sound like while they call someone else a dick No, he sounded a slight bit amused actually, as if he 


had just figured out something ironic. 


Fuck. Why exactly am | analyzing this again? With Kirk, I'm overthinking everything. 


